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Moſt Excellent, and moſt Il]uſtrious 


PRINCESS, 


ANNE, Dutcheſs, 


O F 


BUCCLUGH & MONMOUTH: 


Wife to the moſt Illuſtrious, and High-born | 
Prince, FAMES, Duke of M 


MONMOUTH: | 


May it pleaſe your Grace ; f 
Ince the great Charafters, and Subje#s of *® 
IS ſerious Plays, are repreſentations of the 
paſt Glories of the World, the arrogance 

of an Epiſtle Dedicatory may pretend to ſome 
Fuſtice, in offering the Heruick Stories of paſt 
Ages to their Hands, _ gre the Ornaments of 
2 [PC 


* 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 


the preſent. — Once Perſia was the Miſtreſs 
of the Earth, the Royal Seat of the Monarchs 
of the Univerſe, Then, as that God, the Sun, 
Which they ador d, lends his kind 'Rays to all leſ- 
ſer lights ; ſo all the Tributary Glories of Inferi- 
our Princes ſhin d by refleftion from the Perſian 
Crown. But now that Soverergnty muſt ceaſe, 
and the Eaftern Monarch Cambyſes cap pretenc 
to no greatneſs of his own,but comes to boxrow Glo 
ries from the Weſtern World, in ſeeking a Patro- 
nage from your favourable goodneſs. The ſame 
Cambyſes whom Hiſtory has repreſented ts be'u 
Blaſphemer of the gods, a Prophaner of Religj- 
on, and a Defacer of Temples, ts by your power 
become a Convert, and humbly payes his Devotion 
to that Divinity, to Whoſe proteFion he commits 
himſelf and Fortune. —* But whilſt I thus bold- 
ly proceed to Dedicate thi trifle to your Grace, | 
forget to ask pardon for the meaneſs of the Offer- 
ing, and the confidence of him that offers it ; t 
Crime unpardonable, were not your Mercy as fig- 
nal as your other Virtues: For when kind Heavey 
honours the World with fome Worthy and Illuſtri- 
ons Perſon, in which Rank your Grace muſt 
claim an emment plate; Who, beſides your late 


Affumty, 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


England owes :ts three laſt Monarchs ; Heaven, 
I jay, beſides the Great Souls, High Spirits,and 
Noble Thoughts it lekds ſuch Perſons, endnes 
them too with more Familiar Virtues ; as Conrteſy, 
Genero/ity, and a'Condeſcenſwon to entertain the 
Addreſſes of Inferiour Mankind, and to ſmile on 
the Endeavours of the meaneſt of their Subjetts, 


and Admirers. Elſe they would be forced, like + | 
Planets, to move ina Sphear alone ; and Great: - 3 


eſt Monarchs, ſhould they admit of none below 
them, would make their Palaces but ſolitary Pri- 
ſons, The aſſurance therefore of theſe Virtues , 
which particularly poſſeſs ſo large a ſeat in your 
Heroick Breaſt, animate me to preſent this Poem 
to your Hands, that it may take Santtnary there , 
Where in its Infancy it receryed proteion, As 
he that s born under ſome happy Planet, owes the 
ſacceſs of his whole Life to the Predominance of 
that kinder Star that ruled at his Nativity. The 
Entertainment you gave it in looſe ſheets, When 
it firſt ſaw light, encourages me to this preſumpti- 
0n, now in its riper growth, to devote if wholly to 
* Your Self, and under that Title to ſtile it happy-: 
- | Since thus Guarded. ldareexpoſe it tothe World; 


and 


Affinity, are Allied to that Royal Race, to which 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. + 
and ſtand in lefs awe of '(enſures, when your Inf 
fuence proteits it, For, as that timerons Pilot, in 
a Storm, was Condemn d for ' qr Shipwrac\ 
When bi Veſſel carried Czar ; hi Poems car 
fear nd dangers When tt carries your Name for it: 
Defence. But beſides the fortunate and glorio: 
Advantages this Piece may juſtly challenge fromth: 
Fayonr of ſo Indulgent a Patronefs, it entitles 1 
to this happineſs, the opportunity this Dedicatic; 
grvesme , of writing my ſelf, 


Th 

Ph 

0; 

Madam, M 

Your Graces moſt Humble, and ? 9 
v0 a. 

wy! a T 

moſt Obedient Servant, £ 


ELX&ANAH SETTLE, 
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The Actors Names, 


ambyſes, the true King of Perſia, Mr. Betterton. 
Prexaſpes, His Favourite, Mr, Harns, 


Heir to the Perſian Crown. Generals of Cam- ; 
Darius, Contracted to Phedima, byſe''s Army. Mr, Smub, 
rtaban, A Perſian Lord of Camtyſes's Train, Mr. Norris, 
0Gr1s, a Young Captive Prince, Contracted to Mandans:; Mrs, Long. 


WO: arcs, Farher to Phedima, & Orinda, No Princes, $ Mr, Crosty, 


Smerdis, an Impoſtor, Ulſurper of the Perſian Crown ; 
Reigning in the Name of Smerdis, Younger Brother Mr. Medbourne. 
to Cambyſes, privately Murder'd by Prexaſpes : known 
only to Prexaſpes, and Pataſithes, 
Pataſithes, His Friend left Deputy of Perſia, during : Mr. Sendind 
Cambyſes's Progreſs into Egypt, : a 
Theramnes, A Diſguis'd Syrian li now 
General of Smerdis's fa privately in Love Mr. Young, 


with Orinda, 
Yo 
Phedima, in Love with Darius. Mrs, Fenmngs, 
Orinda, Her Silter. Mrs, Dixon. 


Mandans, A _— Princeſs, Heireſs to the Egyptian 
Crown, Daughter ro Amafis, ſlain by Prexaſpes, at Mrs. Betterton, , 
Cambyſes's Command. | 


rniyT) Atoſſa, waiting Ladies to-Phedima and Orinda,. 
Two High Prieſts, Perfian Magicians. 
Captain of Guards to Smerdis, 
Villains, Ghoſts, Spirits, Maſquers,. Meſſengers, Executioners, Guards, 
and Attendants. 


The Scene, Suſa and Cambyſes's Camp, near the 
Walls of Suſa. 


Prologue. 
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PROLOGUE 


4th no ſmall pains our Author has this day 
Brought on the Stage 8 damn'd dull ſerious Play. 

But what the Devil is be like to gain? 
If wis, like States, with a joynt pow'r might Reign, 
A Poet's labour then were worth the while, 

Could he plead Cuſtom, and demand your ſmile. 

But that was ne're in faſhion, Poets ought 

To write with the ſame Spirit Czlar fought : 

Ir.diff'rent writers are contemul d, for now _ 
There grow no Lawrels for a common brow : 

None but great Ben, Shakeſpear, or whom this Age 
Has made their Heirs, ſwcceed now on the Stage, 

As Eagles trye their Toung againſt the Sun ; 

The ſelf-ſame hazard all Toung writers ran. : 

They are accounted a falſe baſtard Race 

T hat are not able to look wit 11h Face ; T 

And therefore muſt expeR an equal Fate, 


| Tobe diſowi'd as illegitimate : 


Thus conſcious of thety weakneſſes and wants, 
They know thetr doom, as deſerts to young Plants , 
Tow 0 more Mercy to Towng Writers ſlow, 
Tou damn and blaſt 'eme're they've time to grow, | C 
Thas you have learnt the Turkith Creelty, 
when Elder Brothers Retgn, the Townger dye. 
But as thoſe Turks, when they're for Death defign'd, 
Thrs favour from thetr Cruel Brothers find, 
Strazgled by Mutes, who fitted for the Fad, 
want Tongues to ſpeak the Cruelty they «AF, 
Knowing the dangers of a publick ſhame, 
Our Rhimer bepes h1s Fate may be the ſame : 
He humbly Legs, if you muſt cruel be, 
You'd make no noiſe when you bis doom decree, 
Bnt if you damn btm, damn bim ſilently. 
Cambyſcs. 


CAMB 


SES. 


Y 


Actus primus, ovcena prima, 


— 


> —— 


Scene, a Pavilion Royal, 


The Curtain drawn, 1s repreſented Cambyles ſeated on a Throne; attended by 
Otanes, Darius, Artaban, Prexaſpes, Guards, Slaves, and Attendants ; 
SA 6 Princeſs Mandana, and Ladies. 


Cambyſes deſcends from the Throne, 


d&22S He trembling World has ſhook at my Alarms ; 
{YES 4ſraand Africa have felt my Arms, 
My glorious Conqueſts roo did farther fye ; NF al 
S I raught th' Egyptzan god Mortality : "4 
By me great Aprs fell ; and now you fee : 
They are compell'd to change their gods for me. 
I have done deeds, where Heaven's high pow'r was foyl'd, 
Piercing thoſe Rocks where Thunder has been toyl'd. 
Now, like our Sun, when there remains no more, | 
Thither return whence we ſer out before. R 
. Otan, Returning thus, Great Sir, you have out-done 
All other glories, which your Arms _ wot, 


Inferiour 


(2) 
Inferiour Conquerours their Triumphs get 
When they advance, but you, when you retreat, 
Dar, All Worthies now mult yield to you alone, 
And diſappear, as Stars before the Sun, 
Thus Cyrus, who all 4 ſta did defear, 
Becauſe {o near you, does not ſeem fo great. 
Prex, Cambyſes, no : Your Honour there muſt yield : 
Your Father Cyrus's fame has yours excell'd. X 
Since in one At he didall yours out-Co, 
In leaving ſuch a glorious Son as you, : 
'Camb, Though th* urmoſt bounds of 'Eatths large frame's my right, 
Vhere e're the Iriburary Sun pays light ; - 
Though the whole World hes my grear Triumph bin, 
Yerſtilll have a Conqueſt lefr to win 
Mandana's heart Mandana, ceaſe to mourn ; 
Your tears do thole fair eyes tur ill adorn.” 
Mand, Thele eyes,thus deckt in tears, become her fate 
That wears e'm, 
Camb, No; you mult your griefs abate, 
Tears have, like Tides, their Ebbs : And cach kind flow'r, 
After a ſullen Cloud, and ſtormy ſhow'r, 
Looks freſh, and ſmiles at the nexr Sun, 
Mard, — — That Sun 
Will never {ce my Father in his Throne ; 
That Sun that ſaw you Triumph in his blood, 
That ſaw you ( who on «£gypt's ruines ſtood ) 
Deface our Temples, and their Pow'rs defie, 
That lent me Chains, and gave you ViRory. 
As if you te ſuch want of Foes were driv'n, 
When th' Earth you'd Conquer'd, to wage VVar with Heav's, 
Camb, Their pow'rs that made my greatneſs ſo ſublime, 
Have made my Glory and ſucceſs my Crime, 
Forgive me that my Conquelt was my faule, 
And what th' Impartial chance of War hath wrought, 
Forger his Death, and I'le your fate retrive, 
Your King and Father both 1n me ſhall live. 
Mard, You vainly your untimely favours place ; 
Thus treacherous Serpents wound thoſe they embrace. 
A ſudden trembling $through all my veins, 
And in my breaſt his murder'd Image Reigns. 


| (3) 
Such horror does my haunted ſoul affrighr, 
That 1 muſt flye his cruel Murd'rers (i 

Youzby inſtin&t, who did his death deſign, + 


Afaulting of his blood, laid ſiege to mine, [ Exit Mand, «4d Lades, 


Camb, Ye ſubtle Pow'rs, that humane paſſions rule., 
Thar take your private walks within my foul ; 
Whence is your Title, that this pow'r you have 
Thus to degrade a Monarch to a Slave? 
And yerſuch charms from thoſe bright Circles flow, 
That I muſt chank her eyes that made me lo. 
Prex. A ſudden ſound of Trumpets ſtrikes my ear 
[ Trumpets beard from within, 
Artab, It ſeems the Voyceof ſome new Triumph near, 
Camb, Some Herauld, or Embaſlador, or ſome 
Poor petty Prince, that does a ſupplyant come 
To beg his Crown. Darzss, ſtraight inquire 
From whence they come z and what 'tisthey delire, 
Give e*m ſuch Entertainment as may (hew 


Cambyſes is their King, and Conquerour too. [ Exit Dar. 
What ſhouts are theſe > Ha! louder yet! Go forth, [ Shouts from within, 
And tell e'm that I will allay their mirrh. [ Ex Otrancs, 


Is'r my good nature mtkes the flaves _ proud, 
To dare to be thus Inſolent, and loud ? 

Loud, and ungovern'd mirth, raſh AQ performs, 
Kind gales, grown turbulent, and high, are Storms. 


Enter Darius, in haſte. 


Dar. A Cloud of People does your Camp ſurround ; 
And their Triumphanr cryes eccho this Gaal, 
Long live King Smerdis. 

Camb, Ha! Whar's thisI hear ? 

Prex. What may provoke your Sword, bur not your fear. 


Enter Otanes, in haſte. 


Otar, The Tumult's Joud : Their guilty Joyes do (hew 
They pay to Smerdis what to you —_—_— 
3 


4) 
Camb, Does Smerdis then Uſurp my Throne > My Lords, 

We ſhall not want new Subjes for our Swords : 

Though the raſh Boy's ambition docs not know 

Wha dangerous height his pride has rais'd him to 

Yet I will make him know from whence he falls : 

Advance my Standard then to Suſa's Walls : 


And the next Morning our bright Sun ſhall riſe, 
Ador'd with blood, and Humane ſacrifice. 


Docs Smerd:s live ſtill, a reproach to bc, 
Both to my power, andthy fidelity ? 
Subjects the breath of Monarchs (hould attend, 
| Obeying that on which their lives depend, 
The wiils of Princes, who then dares diſpute, 
Whoſe Precepts, as their Crowns, are abſolute ? 
Prex, It Smerdis, Sir, does any Scepter {way, 
Neptune has lent him that which rules the Sea; 
For there he lyes ſecure : there, whete each Wave 
May proudly paſs Triumphant o're his Grave. 
Camb, How then, Sir, arethe dead ſo pow'rful grown, 
To make a Reſurrection to my Throne ? 
Prex. You know I'm Loyal, and may truſt he's dead. @ 


How dare you tell me that he's dead, when I 
Think tt kind fortunes greatelt courteſie, 

Char he ſtill lives 3 and lives to wear my Crown 2? 
For fince the Conquer'd World's already won , 
"Thanks, ye kind Fares, that raiſe new Foes, r' afford 
Freth ſubje&s (till for my ViRtorious ſword, 

Though Smerdis live t' out-brave his Kings command, 

| "Tis but to fall by a more noble hand. 

And that which does my willing (word invite, 

I now ſhall Conquer in Mazdand's ſight. 

le Court her with the glory of my Arms : 

Conqueſt and War, like Beauty, havetheir Charms. 
Prex, How, not believ'd ! Havel fo oft, for this, 

| Obey'd his rage, and bloody Cruelties ? 

When Rapes and Murders were but common fin ; 


Such heats of tlood have bur my paſtime bin, 


Camb, Thou lyeſt, Slave; one word more forteits your Head, 


[ Exeunt Omnes, 
[ pretey Camb, and Prex, 


[ Ex, 


(5) 


And, in requital, I'm thus far arriv'd, 

] find a Tyrants Favourite's (thort-liv'd, 

My Death he threatens 3 Since he does diſtruſt 
My faith and Loyalcy, ic were buc juit, 

That he (ſhould find me falſe who thinks me fo : 
Nor am I bred ſo tame, or born ſo low, 

lobe out-brav'd by Kings. 


Enter a Meſſenger, who delivers a Letter to Prex. 


Meſs, From Smerdis, Sir, and truſt 
To tind him grateful, as he finds you juſt, 
Prex, Happy occaſion. Now | may purſue 


Both my Revenge, and my Ambition too, [ Aſide, 


. [ Opens the: Letter, 

Gorell your King, I muſt not ſtop my ears, 

When Monarchs thus are my Petitioners. [ Exit Aſs. 

Aſſiſt him |! ——— [ Pauſing upon the Letter, 
True. Stareſmen (hould not regard 

The Juſtice of the A, bur the reward. 

The Median Crown! - Hispromiſes are large, 

And intereſt will greater faules di . 

Now I will find freſh ſubjeRts for fame's wings, 

Totell the World I rule the fate of Kings. - 

Though I can't boaſt of Crowns, my glory is, 

Thar —_— by my power do fall, and rile, 

Perhaps the Frantick zcal oth* World may ſay, 

I injure Heaven, whken I my King betray. 

Ler Fools be jult, court Shrines have homage paid. 

To Imayes, thoſe gods in Maſquerade. 

Religion, Loyalty, and th' acry ſcrowl | 

Of gods, are ſtrangers toa Srythians ſoul. [ Exit, 


Scena 


— 4 —_— 


(6) 


v.. # Scena Secunda, The 7 continues : 
Enter Mandana, ſola. 


Mard. And will the angry gods for ever frown ? 
Have I not loſt 2 Father, and a Crown ? 
Bur that which moſt Heaven's cruelty does ſhew, 
WW ho (hares my heart dogs ſhare my fortune too, 
The hand of War more cruel wounds ne're gave ; 
Oſiris roo is the proud Tyrant's Slave. 
Could Providence this unjuſt deed deſign, 
Oſiris (hould wear any Chains —— bur mine ? 
Our Fate the malice of our Stars does prove ; 
If there be any Stars that envy Love. 


Enter to her, Ofiris. 


Oſir. Do you remember thoſe {trit Vows you made, 


And thoſe ſoft Charms in whiſpers you convey'd, 
When 1, and Egypt both, did happy —_ 
They in their King, 1 in Mandana's Love ? 
Mand. 1 do, Oſiris ; And remember too, 
I alwayes paid my promiſes to you, 
Oſir, Your Conltancy confirms that happineſs 
Which your high favour did at firſt confer : 
But ſouls ſo much divine can do no leſs, 
As gods arc conſtant, 'cauſe they cannot erre. 
This day, I hope, our Mutual Loves ſhall crown, 


Mand. Yes, Sir, it (hall, it Heaven will give us leave. 
Ojir, When you, Mandana, ſmile, Heaven cannot frown. 
Maid. No, unkind fate does your fond hopes deceive, 


You know, Oſirts, that I made this Vow, 
Thar,with my Love, I would my Crown beſtow, 
And from her Vow 3ſandana will not ſtart 3 

I'le give an Empire, when I givea heart. 


[ She Weeps, 


(7) 


But Gnce my Captive fate my Crown has lolt , 
our hopes and mine thus equally are croſt. 
To give you leſs, would ſeem too low a thing, 
My heart alone's too mean an Offering, 
Oſir. In this decree you do too cruel prove, 
o think that Fortune can give Laws to Love, 
And to your Beauty you're injurious grown ; 
You cannot borrow lultre from a Crown. 
No, he who in Mandaxs's Breaſt does Reign, 
Is raught all meaner Empires to diſdain, 
Mand. Oſiris, no, your too fond zeal miſtakes, 
Love will admit no Slaves bur what it makes, 
ove by our miſeries would ſullicd be, 
lips'd, and Clouded in Captivity. 
pf, FOur Fate the Crowning of our Love controuls, 
Oſir. We have but Caprives fortunes, not their ſouls. 
heir ſouls to th* highelt pitch of grearnels riſe, 
it can che empty trowns of Fare deſpile. 
n our dark forrune Love will ſhine more bright - 
\s Diamonds borrow luſtre from the night. 
Mand. No, no, you muſt your hopeleſs Love forgo. 
ou muſt, Oſrres, Love will have it fo. 
Oſir. And can you give what I ſhall ne're enjoy ? 
Can Love a Lovers happineſs deſtroy ? 
Mand. If &'re my Stars my raviſht Crown reſtore { She Sighs, 
Till then, expett that I can give no more, 
Ofir, You are too cruel, 
Mand. No, I am roo kind. 
This reſolution in my breaſt is ſign'd. —— eo ers to goout, at which 
I do command you, urge no more, Oliris offers to ſpeat, 
Ofzr, You ma 
Command my Death, you know I muſt obey. 
Mand, No, my Ofiris, live, and live tobe 
More happy, then you can be made by me, 
Yet from your Brealt, 
Let not Mandana be fo far remov'd, 
Bur ſtill you may remember —— that we Lov'd. 
Ofir. Oh, my hard fate ! 
he does deny me Love, yer bids me live : 
et'ris her kindneſs does this ſentence give, 


ut 


C8) 


How ſtrangely is my Happineſs deſtroy'd ? 
Her coo much Love Love's ruine has decreed : 

As Lamps,rhart ſurfeir when they're overcloy'd, ? 

No perita by that Oyl on which they feed. [ Exit, 


Scena tertia. The Scene, a Palace. 


Enter Smerdis, and Pataſithes, with Guards and Attendants. 


Pat.” Twas by Heaven's pleaſure,and our wills decreed, 
To place the Crown of Perſia on your head. 

Let dull ſucceſſive Monarchs idly wait 
To be enthron'd by the ſlow hand of Fate. 

And Phcenix-like, expect their riſe, and power, 
Onely from th* aſhes of an Anceſtour, 

You by a Nobler force have Empire gain'd, 
Wreiting the Scepter from Cambyſes hand. 
Thus on his ruine you his Throne aſcend, 

And make the means as glorious, as the end. 

Smerd, The Fate of Crowns depends on common chance, 
Fortune and pow'r may to a Throne advance. | 
Bur tro confirm that Crown our pow'r affords, 

Requires our ſouls more ative than our Swords. 

Pat. You muſt yer Aft unſeen, and veile your pow'r, 
Untill your Thunder's in your hand ſecure. 

Till then, Sir, you your Majeſty muſt ſhrowd, 
Like Lightning, raking birth firlt from a Cloud, 
Till you like that, a full-blown glory wear, 

Aud gain atonce, both reverence and fear. 


Enter Theramnes, 


7 her, Your SubjeRts joys grow loud, as is your fame; 
Per ſa ſpeaks nothing now, but Smerdis name. 
And their exceſſive joys ſo high advance, 
Their Piety's joyn'd with their Allegiance 3 
Rendring th<.t Homage, which to Heaven is due, 
Adoring leſs the rifing Sun, than you, 


Smerd, 


(9) 
Smerd, *Tis this muſt make my Sov'reignty complear; 
Thoſe joys that ſpeak them Loyal, ales, = Arvny 
Ther. You Conq rours have outdone: your name affords 
«| The ſubje of more Trophies, then their ſwords. 
Great Cyrus glories muſt ſubmir to you; 
He Conquer'd Nations, you thcir hearts ſubdue. 
Smerd, This is but half a Gonqueſt z who defends 
A Crown, conquers his Foes, as wellas Friends. 
And now our cauſe for ſpeedy action calls ; 
Cambyſes is in ſight of Suſa's Walls, 
Go then, Theramzes, multer all our Force, 
Our Syr:as Infantry, and Perſian Horle, 
Prepare ſuch ſtrengerh, char it may be expreſt 
Thar we canconquer, if he dare reſiſt, 
Ther, I do not Conqueſt doubt : whilſt Monarchs are 
Themſelves above plac'd in a higher ſphear ; 
You, like the Heav'ns, your ſacred pow'rs diſpenſe, * 
You'll give us Conquelt by ”=_ Influence, [ Exit, 
Smerd, See how the fond deluded World miſtakes, 
And what talſe light my borrow'd glory makes : 
Yet ſuch as dazles Perſis. This diſguiſe 
Has rais'd ſothick a miſt before their eyes z 
That my beſt Friends, Theramnes, and the croud 
Of wondring Subjects, all are in one Cloud ; 
And their nulſtaken Faiths ſo far advance; 
That they ſeem Rivals in Allegiance; 
Like their Devotion who the gods implore, , * 
Men firlt believe, and then they do adore. 
Pat. Thus Kings and Beauty in this Title ſhare, 
Tis the adorers eye makes Beauty fair. 
The Perſians thus by their Allegiance ſhow, 
You're the true Prince, if they butthink you ſo. . 
Smerd, 1 by ſuch Arts dothe Worlds Empire (way, 
As the Worlds frame does Natures Laws obey ; 
Moi'd by a Cauſe admir'd, but never known, 
Secrets of State and Heay'n agree in One, 
Thus I, and thus the gods themſelves diſguiſe | 
Their high'ſt deſigns in darkeſt Myſterics, [ Exeurt, 


C Scena 
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Scena quarta. The Scene continues : 


Enter Phedima, and Orinda, _r 

k Thy 

Orind.” Love in my breaſt ſhould with ſlow progreſs move, An 
Were there no other intereſt in Love. . -— Þ Suf 
Phed. Why, what more can there be ? Bur 
Orin. omnm r_ Yes, I would have Sho 
My Beauties Captive be my Honours ſlave. F 
Brave Conq'rours ſcorn the prize they win,whulſt they You 
Aim onely ar the fame of Victory. Thi 
But your too humble Love takes a low flight, And 
When you thus dote upon a Favourite 2 : S 
Can your Darius h The 
Phed, ————— Can Darizs ſeem Tha 
Unworthy then of Phedima's eſteem ? The 
'Twere Impious to wiſh my paſſion leſs : AY 
His merits, not my Love, have their exceſs. P 
Orind, Love, like a pleaſant Dream, diſturb'd or croſt, Vvh 
The fancy wakes, and then the pleaſures loſt. Wh 
My preſence then will bur injurious prove, [ ScornfullY s 
Silence and privacy are fit for Love. [ Ext Do 
Pbed. And can (he be focruel, to reprove And 
Her heart which to Darivs does incline ? P 
Whom all the World can do leſs than Love, S 
Ar leaſt, if I may judge all hearts by mine. Wi 
Tha 

Enter Smerdis, who having a while gaz'd upon her, advances NT 

” ob P 

to her ; ſhe ſeeing him, draws her Veile over ber Face, = 

0 

Smerd, Madam, too late you do my ſight deprive, You 
V\'hat's in a moment born, an Age may = Thu 
This makes you think ( that fince your pow'r is ſuch ) Wh 
Where an aflaulr has won, a ſiege too much. W] 


Having th' aflurance of your Conquelt found, 
You hide the Weapon now you've given the wound, 


(11) 
Enter Pataſithes, unſeen. 


Ir is a Riddle which I can't ex 


The gods themſelves ſmule on their Voraries. 

And yet the Heav'ns, when they vouchſafe to ſmile, 
Suffer no Clouds = _—_— while, - 

Bur your injurious Veile permits no glance 

Should my fond hopes with the leaſt ron. advance, 


Pat; Ha! this ſtrange 9x myſterious ſolind,; 
Smerd, Yet you mult pity thoſe chaſte flames you railc, 


Phed. Stranger, what means this language, and how dares = 


Your ill-bred confidence aflaulemy ers 2 
This boldneſs merits more than my diſdain 
And frowns can puniſh. | 
Smerd, Yet your ſelf reſtrain- ; 
The Pow'r of both, whillt you thus Veil'd, confute 
That puniſhment your frowns (ſhould execute. ' 
The fierceſt Lightning never wounds, when thus 
A Veile of Clouds 1s drawn 'ewixt that and us. 
Phed. A Perſian Ladies honour is profan'd, 
Yvho bears this uſage from an unknown hand. 
What frenzy has poſſeſt your ſoul ? 
Smerd, Your 
Do ill to make my heart their ſacrihce ; 
And then condemn him who does offer it. 
Phed, My ſcorn's too little,where th' affronts ſo great? 
Smerd. Hold, cruel fair, and your jult anger ſtay, 
With ſuch repentance I'le my fault repay : 
That I will ſhew my Love is ſoſublime, 
That it can expiate a Lovers Crime. 
Pat, Ha! how does his diſtracted fancy rove, 
Prefer'd ro Empire, to ſubmit to Love ! 
" Smerd. I prelt too far, | mult confeſs, yet thoudh 
Your coyneſs threatned, it invited too. 
Thus curious, we int' angry Comets pry, 
Which bur,ar beſt, threaten ill deſtiny : 
When our inquiry does not reach ſo bh, 
To know the aſpeR of a milder Star. 


- 


C 2 


| Uprueiles ber? 


[ Proffers to go- 


[ Aſide: 


(12) 


Pat. Th' Infeion ſpreads. No longer I endure 
To ſee that which I muſt prevent, or cure, 
Love, like the ſtars that rule'r, ſhould ative move, 
You are roo idle, Sir, to be in Love, [ To Smerd. 
Come, Sir, (he's yours. 

Phed, Ye gods! x | 

Smerd., —————— Hold, Sir, you wrong ———— 

Pat. 1 only tell you, that you talk roo long. 
Lovers (ſhould nor ſuch tedious treaties hold, 
Love is athing that's ſooner done, than told. 
But you miſtake z Love rakes a Nobler courſe , 
Conquelts are not by parley won, bur force. 
Here, rake her then. [ Thrufls her rudely to Smerd, 

Phed, Detend me, Heavens. 

Smerd. _ — Raſh Man, 

Hold your rude hands; you all that's good profane: 

Phed, Audacious 
Oh, I underſtand you now : | [ To Smerd, 
Have you Conted'rates and Aſſiſtants too ? 

How dares your ſalvage fury grow ſo rude , 
To force that Virtue which you can't delude ? 

Smerd. Diſpell your fears, your Virtue is ſecure, 

Since your proteRtion is in your own pow': : 
Thus doubly guarded,by the pow'rs of Heav'n, 
And by thoſe pow'rs Heav'n to your charms has giv'a. 

Phed. No, Raviſhers ; no more this language uſe, 
The ſucceſs failing, you the guilt excuſe. 

Your ſting-leſs fury wants the pow'r to hurt, 

You know you are within the Perſsan Court : 

Your Violence choſe an improper ſtage : 

This ſanctuary guards me from your rage, | [ Extt, 

Pat. See with what courage the her cauſe protedts ; 

You but the King, but ſhe the Tyrant Ads. 
But ſhe derives 4 pow'r from your tame fears : 
She knows that Lovers dare not give offence : 
Thus fear makes gods ; who deify'd the ftars, 
But onely thoſe 6. w: fear'd their Influence ? 


It you then Lov'd, why did you nor enjoy ? 
Car a Kings Modeſty his hopes deſtroy ? | 


6 


# To Pat, 


(13) 
Smerd. $uch baſe and unjuſt deeds would bur proclaim 

Me an Impoſtor greater than I am, 
Pat. *Tis Kings make Juſtice, and not Juſtice Kings, 

And in that name you may A greater things, 

And Rtill be juſt. The Perſian King's deſign 

No Woman more than for a Concubine, 

And in that onely name ſhe ſhould not have 

The Courtſhip of a Miſtreſs, but a Slave, 

You then ſhould force her whom you could not move. 

Smerd, Force may ſupport my Empire, not my Love, 
Beauty, like Majeſty, is ſacred roo : 

And mult it then be thus profan'd by you 2 

Pat, Your thoughts and paſſions are too humble grown, 
You do forget you're ſeated ona Throne, 

Smerd. Pataſithes ſo inhumane prove ? 
He gave me Empire, bur deſtroys ——_—_ 
This is that Phedima Ive ſeen before ; 
Whatl chen —_—_ I wot _=_ 

My privacy m n then contin” 

A | —_— for ſo low a mind. : 

Now nothing my Love's freedom can controul ; 
My Empire's limits do enlarge my foul, 


Scena quinta. Scene continues : 
Enter Theramnes, and Phedima, 


Phed, Their rudeneſs was ſo _ — 
Ther, — And dothey live ? 

Not you nor Heav'n can this offence forgive. 

Apainſt you there can be no venial Crimes: 

Your anger ought to kill where it condemns, 

And be th' Executioner. But teach * 

Me where I may thoſe rude offenders reach : 

And I will force their guilty blood to more. 

Than bluſh for their bold Crime. 

' Þhed. —— That cannot be ; 

For they are men I never ſaw before, 

Strangers alike tro Honour, and to me. 


Ther. Do but deſcribe e'n$then, and you ſhall ſee, . 


. 
= ST. * 


| Exit; 


| Exit. 


(14) 
Tofind em my revenge (hall, in your name, 
Quick-cy'd as Envy be, and ſwift as Fame. 
Phed, By all I can deſcribe I underltood, 
Thcir Virtues are inferiour to their blood. 
By th' Habit which they wore they ſecin'd to be 
Some of the Ferſian chiet Nobility. 
Ther, My Lac'reſt inthe Perſias Court (hall ſhew 
How much my zeal u your juſt cauſe can do : 
To find thoſe Raviſhers ſuch ſearch Ile make, 
Thar in their very eyes their guilt le track: 
I on my honour vow Fle uſe fuch Arts, 4 
Whoe'rethcy ae, toreach their guilty Hearts, | Exat, 
Phed. Theramaes, (tay —— Alas, he's gon too far. | 
How fierce and {witt the wings of Honour are ! 
I fear that he will ſome raſh AQ perform, 
Hurried like waves that ſwell into a ſtorm. 
And yet his zeal 1 cannot but approve : 


Friendſhip a ſecond Rival is to Love. 
Finis AA, primt, 


—_ .. | _— Z EG ie | 
-; Aus Secundus. Scena prima. Scene continues : 


— E—_ — DO ———— CONTI 


Enter Smerdis. 


CC ——— 


Smerd, Er Heav'n whatever Fate for me deſign, 
'Tis Smerdis muſt make Smeydis glory ſhine. 

My ſtars can-but their utmoſt pow'rs diſpenſe : 

Put I'le Atthings above their influence. 


Enter to him, Theramnes penſively, not ſeeing Smerdis, 


Ther. It muſt be done. I'm bound by Honours Laws, 
And more, 'tis in Orinda's Siſters cauſe. 
I want not courage, and I dangers ſcorn: Aſide. 
Yet on mine Honour ſuch an Oath I've ſworn, - 
T bat I want power to perform my Vow, | 
Smerd, har ſcrious thought firs on Theramwes brow ? 


(C's) 

} ComE,in your looks ſome great defign I reade : 

Or ſo:ne requeſt tor whici: yoar eyes do plead. 

Name it, it ihall be done. 

Nothing (hall mak:- rue from my promiſe ſhrink, 

For I dare AR whatever you dare think, 
Ther, You cannot AR chat kindnefs which 1 want. 
Smerd, You cannot ask that which 1 cannor grant 


Atyour requeſt, 
1ber, Sir, in a Ladies cauſe 
I am engag'd by Honours ſacred Laws, 


In her Revenge to AR a Champions part, 
To right wo. on her Offenders heart, 
But [ (hall be as blind in my purſuit, 
As is that Juſtice I would Execute, 
Nor can your pow'r, where th' ObjeQs are unknown, 
Dire& my hand, nor reach chem with your own. 
Smerd, Theramnes, you a Prince's pow'r miſtake, 
Monarchs the ſecrers of the skyes can track , 
And ſearch Heav'ns counſels; hovs then can mankind 
Ain a Cloud that which we cannor find? 
Vile find them if they live, ——Bur, Sir, her name 
Who does this Juſtice, and your courage claim; 
The time, the place where they did AQ their Crime ? 
Ther. The Scene it was your Palace, Sir, the tune 
This Morning, and her name is Phedima. 
Smerd, Thar onely name does all my ſpirits awe. 
Then as | promis'd in your cauſe 1 joyn: 
Theramnes, draw your Sword, as 1 draw mine, 
To give the blow . will dire& you where ; 
And that you may not miſghis Hearr ſtrike here. 
That you more boldly mayer cauſe defend, 
Know her Offender is your King and Friend, 
What, does your courage (hake, and muſt you paule 
When Honour calls you in a Ladies caule ? 
Or is'r your fear that does reſiſt your Vow ? 


Ther. Though Vows are ſacred, fo are Monarchs tgo, 


Tis not, Great Sir, the want of Courage ſtays 
My hand, *tis Reverence o're my Valour ſways, 
Theramnes dares not think,much leſs a& that 

Which the moſt ſalvage Lyons tremble ar. 


| Alade, 


| Drasns, 


[+Points to bis Breaſt, 


(16) 


For 1.yons dare not 'gainſt their Prince Rebel. 
They want the pow'T to hurt, and I the will. 
S::e/4, Theſe {light excuſes are roo weak : you mule 
Perform your Vow, or be proclaim'd unjult. | 
Ther. Aftronzer rye that promile does renut, 
And 1 am now more jult in breaking it; 
. Notyes of Honour ever yet could be 
So {trong, as the (trit bondsof Loyalty, 
Smerd, | hen on your Loyalty ] command you do 
Vhart Honour and your Vow has bound you to. 
Ther, And can you give ſo cruel a Command ? 
"Tis. Death againſt my King to life my Hand, 
Smerd, And what is worle, 'tis Death © diſobey. 
_ Ther: Burdying thus | dye the nobler way, 
Theramnes darcs not ſtrikeburt he dares dye 
VWhenFou will have ito. 
Smerd. —— My Cruelty 
You do miſtake. Theramnes, you ſhall live: 
For that which I command, I can forgive. 
Ther. Bur you command what Heav'n cannot permit. 
Smerd, The wills of Kings and Heav'a together meet, 
You've made a Vow to reach my heart, and Heav'n 
To that great act it's free conſent has giv'n, 
Your friendſhip, not your ſword (hall at that part, 
For you unarm'd, Therampes, reach my Hearr, 
Ther, Your favoursare advanc'd to that valt height, 
I fear that I (hall ſink under the weight. 
- Smerd, Sir, f{ince you are engag'd by Honours Laws, 
To perform Jultice in this Ladies Caule ; 
Go uſe all Arts and Arguments ro bring 
Her to the preſence of the Per/zan King. 
Inform her that He knows thoſe Raviſhers, 
And that cheir Infolence has reach'd his ears. 
Since Juſtice ro the right of Kings belongs, 
Tell her He ſhall be proud eo right her wrongs ; 
And, as their Judge, do Juſtice in defence 
Of Beauty, and of injur*d innocence. 
Ther, 1 go. 
Smerd. And with ſucceſs return, and may 
Thoſe Sears that govern Love dire& your way. 


[ Embraces him, 


[ Exit Theramnes, 
This 


 "N_ 
This gen'rous conteſt gave me means to try 
Theramnes's Friend(hip, and his Loyalty. 
And nappuly I have contriv'dr' obtain | 
The ſigh of my fair Conqu'rour once again. | 
But oh, I can bur think how I muſt now 
Be both the Judge, and the Offender roo. 
But though I juſtly chen deſerv'd her frown, 
Becauſe (he did not know I wore a Grown : 
Now I more Nobly will her paſſion move, 
; MI'le make my Crown an Agent for my Love. 
* WI ſhe eſteem her heare a gift too great, 

I then will purchaſe my can't 1ntrear. 


Enter to him, Prexaſpes in diſguiſe, lead in by the Guards. 


Capt. of the Guards, This Fellow, Sir, we in the Palace faw ; 
And that which we from his deporrment draw, s, 
His too ſuſpicious looks, and garb deſcry 
A guilty fear, the mask of Treachery. 
Smerd, Audacious Rebel,Slave,what bold deſign —— 
Prex, Sir, my deſign is jult, 
Smerd. — And ſois mine, 
And of my Jultice chus I'le give you proot : 
Sec inſtantly the Traytor's cicad {truck off, [ To the Guards, 


Enter Patafithes. ' 


Prez, T' expreſs thar I dare dye for you, that breath 


Thar rules Prexaſpes lite, may give him death. ' | Undiſguiſes bimſelf, 
Smerd. Prexaſyes | 4 
Pat, Ha ! Prexaſpes ! | 
Smerd, —— —— —— Fatal chance ! %, | 
Your care has witneft your Allegiance. [ Tothe Guards, 
Withdraw. | Exeunt Guards, 
Dear Friend, your doom is chang'd, and now ; 
I muſt condemn my guilty ſelf, not you, [ Embraces bim, 


Prex, In this diſguiſe I from the Camp am come, ; 
To tell you I have {eal'd Cambyſes doom, | 
Lead by my Counſel, Sir, he does deſign 
Arthree dayes Truce before the ſiege _ 


(18) 
To which you muſt conſent, — H 
Things muſt appear as ſmooth as calmeſt Seas 3 | 


: oy . j 
And Suſs wear the flatr'ring ſmiles of peace, T 
Pat, Monarchs and Gans have theſe mutual —_ ; - 
They by each other do advance, and riſe, [ bilſt be ſpeaks, they wbiſper, Tt 
Prex, Vle gain you entrance. A 
Smerd, ———— Well, 1 do conſent. ; 
Prex. Your being unknown all dangers will prevent : M 
The Tyrants life (hall with his Empire end. M; 
Smerd, A Monarch's Patron, and an Empire's Friend, [ Exennt. If 7,1 
Scene continues : | - 
Enter Theramnes, and Phedima. = 
Ther. And Madam, that you might ſee Juſtice done, W 
I promis'd to condu@t you to his Throne. E , 
But pardon me, if I have gone too far, Ar 
When honour and my Friendſhip makes me erre. q 
Phed. Honour and Friendſhip too have their exceſs; Ly 
Bur fince I may my Innocence expreſs, | 1 
And in their Juſtice my revenge purſue, *% 
Theramnes, | ſubmit to follow you, [ Excunt We.” 
Scena Secunda. To 
The Scene open'd, appears Smerdis ſeated on a Throne, attended 

by Guards, and other Attendants. = 
Entey again, Theramness aud Phedima, | yy 
They, He totheir tryal will th* Offenders bring —— A 
Look there, and fee your Judge, the Perſ5an King. | 
Pbed. Sure you miſtake the Throne, or I he elnce: - 


Ther, His Majeſty that error will convince. [ Exit, 

Smerd, Fair Excellence, [ Steps from the Throw, Th 
'Tis truc, the name of Prince I changed have En. 
For that more glorious Title of your Slave, —— 
Bur I recall that breath —— I ſhould tranſi 
Againſt your Beauty, were mypreatneſs 


PF, 


f 


(19) 
He muſt be more than Prince, and Monarch too,” 
That fo  grear Beauty dares adore as you. 
Hence 'ris your en Lover, Perſia's King 
Preſumes to make his heart your Offering. 
The Nobleſt Preſent that his Love can make, 
And yet the loweſt you can ſtoop to take. 

Phed. The Perſian Monarch's Love ! Now I'le proclaim 7 
My 2 es eaſe alla ſuch things, | 
My courage in t e Aſide. 
Ile prove my Faith by my diſdain of rH p 
Ile treat him ſo, that Fame ſhall witneſs be 
None ever _ 'd, or ever ſcorn'd like me. 
Are you the Ju rolecute the Laws 

Of Juſtice in AE be bold Offenders cauſe ? 

vi then, kind Judge, do you forſake your Throne, 
Ere) you've the Tryal heard, or Juſtice done ? 

-< a] Your bold Offender his Fa, 
_ I bur ill his Judge's parr could ad. 

om $ _ ſrefien reſign my ſeat, 
From being his Judge to be his Advocate. 

Phed. Bur wt his me ſhould want a juſt Revenge, 


—n 


As you change yours, I will my Office change, 


From his Accuſer to w—_—_ whilſt I, 
To At your Juſtice, will your ſear ſu pply- [ Steps into the Throne, 


Enter Patafithes, unſeen. 
For ſince he Loves, Ile uſe a Miſtreſs's pow'r, 


_=_ all the ri -_ of a Conquerour, 
. Ha! w = HR muſt here be ſhown ? 


A es ſeared on the Perſian Throne ! # Aſide, 
Phed. This diff rence Kin ongy common Captives have; 
Onely the Title of a Royal Sla 


And how can Beauty rule a Nobler way, 
Then ro command thus — whillt their Slaves 
Pat. 'Tis ſhe ; I'e ftop —— Burſtay,I'le uſe no force; 
Vle check her pride by a more ſubtle courſe, # Aſide, 
Phed. Although mp ou Monarchs are exempt from Laws, 
As wanting higher Pow'rs to Judge your cauſe : 


2 


(20) : 


Yet that you, Smerdis, may have Juſtice done, 
Since you want Laws, I'le Judge you by my own. 
Smerd1:s, what can you ſay in the defence 
Of your late rude, and ſalvage violence ; 
When, Raviſher, your guilt ſo high was grown, 
T attempt my Virtue, and to blaſt your own ? 
Srerd You know I was not Author of that Fact : 
Hc nour nor Love durſt ne're ſuch ſtains contra. 
- For they Heav'ns favour would bur ill implore, 
Who hiſt prophane the Deity they adore. 
Phed. Honour and Love are bur reſpective things ; 
Greater or le(s in Subjects or in Kings, 
In which if Kings tranſgreſs, the more ſublime 
Their greatneſs rs, the greater is their Crime. 
And though you're now transform'd into a Prince, 
That Title does but heighten your offence, | 
Smerd. Such Beauty does fo well become the Throne, 
Be pleas'd, fair Judge, t' accept ir as your own. 
Where ycu (hall Reign in glory, and give Law 
To him that wears the Crown of Perſza. 
Phed. I ſcorn your _—_— and _=_ that proffers it : 
My pow'rs too great, an equal coadaut, Deſcends | 
N - oct Phedima is = ſo low { Peſeends from the Throw, 
As to deſcend unto a Throne, and You. 
Two lights together cannot equal ſhine, 
Mine will Eclipſe your glory, or yours mine, 
And *rwould a leffer Honour be, to have 
A King my Equal, than a King my Slave. [ Exit, and after ber, Smnerdis, 
Pat, Is Love an obje@ for his mind which ſhou'd 
Be now imploy'd with thoughts of War, and Blood, 
Cambyſes now may his revenge purſue, 
And eas'ly conquer, where Love can ſubdue, 
Love does debaſe all Courage, and he is, 
Like tame Bealts, onely birfor Sacrifice, 
Bur Vie invent a Cure, [ Studie, 
— — Well, Fle remove 
Her fate enough both from his pow'r, and Love. 
Love is a Paſſion for luxurious peace, 
When idleneſs indulges the dilcaſe, 
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(21) 
But not for Ave ſouls. I've found the way 
To turn that current which I cannor ſtay, _ 


Scena tertia., Scene, the Palace. 
Enter Smerdis, with « Letter, 


Smerd. He that ſo weil a King can counterfcit, 
Should ſcorn to ſtick at any (| chear. 
From his own Copies too I have fo near 
Purſu'd 7heramnes Hand, and Character, 
That the moſt curious, nay, Therammes's eye, 
Did he bur ſee'r, could fcarce the cheat ;' 2 
Well, ir muſtrake. I (hall fo happy prove, 
Both ro find out, and to confound their Love. 


Enter Theramnes, who ſeeing Smerdis, offers to withdraw. 


Theramnes, ſtay, 
Ther. —— 1 fear I am. too rude, 
Smerd. Theramnes,no, a Friend cannot intrude. 
” Ther. But I have preſt into your privacies, 
Smerd. Friendſhip above all private buſineſs is ; 
Unleſs ir be the high concerns of Love, 
And Honour. Burt there we two equal prove 


Rivals in both, 
| Ther, What means my King ? " 
, Smerd. — —— ———1I mean | 


Onely one Beauty o're us both does Reign. 
Ther, No, you whoſe Empire's greatneſs ts above 
All Rivals, (hould admit none in your Love. 
And think you that my confidence aſpires 
To Court that Beauty which my King admires, 
Smerd. Think you I can believe you never ſaw. 
*M Theeyes and charms of thg fair Phedima. 
Or can you utter ſo prophane a word, 
To ſay (he can be ſeen and not ador'd ? 
They. Love, like Religion, never choſe one way : 
That all ſhould to one object homage pay. 


4-4 
The Sun does to the World his og afford, 
Bur by the Perſrars onely is ador'd. 

Smerd, Becauſe the reſt oth' World are ignorant, 
And do the knowledg of his God-head want, 
But you who know how great Divinity 
In Phedima's moſt ſacred breaſt does lye, 
Can't but adore her. 

7 ber, <—_ Yes, I can do more : 
I am beyond her Beauties charms, and pow'r. 
In this one glory | our-rival you 
Thoſe eyes which did the Perſcan King ſubdue, 
Their pow'rs too weak to Captivate my heart. 

Smerd. His Love's too ſtrong to be compell'd by Art, 
Or forc'd to a Confeſſion, [ Afide, Wl En 

—_— 'Twas th' exceſs 

Of palfion made my jealouſte tranſgreſs. 
But now I'm ſatisfy*'d, That I may prove 
I don't ſuſpect your Loyalty, nor | +q 
I will intruſt this Letter ro your care, 
Bur you muſt firſt on your Allegiance ſwear. 

Ther, I ſwear. Andin obedience to your will, 
Whatever you command I will fulfill, 
Thar to a Subjects care you dare intrult : 
Since your commands can be no leſs than juſt, 

Smerd, Preſent that Letter then to Phedima, 
And if (he chance to ask by whom 'rwas writ, 
Beware you do not tell her, but withdraw, 
Leſt that ſhe ſhould refuſe the reading ir. 
Then carefully forbear to viſit her 
Unci!l ſuch time that ſhe an anſwer ſends ; 
For by that means I ſhall my ſuir prefer ; 
And you will thus oblige your belt of Friends. 
And then, Sir, whatſoe're her anſwer be, 
( For _— your hands 'twill come ) preſent it me. Exit Theramnes with 
Though he fo reſoJutely did maintain Fro Letter. 
He did not Love, their Love is but too plain ; 
How could (he elſe ſuch cruelty have ſhown 
To him who with his Love ptoffer'd his Throne ? 
Her paſſion has ſome more than common tye, 
When proffer'd Crowns can't ſhake her conſtancy, 
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id that Theramnes is the ObjeR too, 
2t was it elſe made him fo raſhly Vow, 
hen he bur late Acted her Champions part, 
oright her wrongs on her Otfenders hearr. 
hen the ſlight wrongs could onely cauſe afford s 
or a Womans anger, and a Lovers Sword. 
ut yet this Letter will my doubrs remove, 
=_ diſcover their intrigues of Love, 
f lo —— 
By treach'rous ſmiles I will his ruine AQ, 
\s ſtranded Veſſels in a calm are Wrackr, [ Exit, 


Scena quarta, Scene, a Chamber. 
Enter Phedima, ad Orinda, with Atofſa, Auretta, aud other waiting Ladies, 


Orind. Siſter, you are ſo fortunate, to have 
he Perſian Monarch for your Beauty's Slave ! 
Phed, No, in my Love Ambition has no parr 
onarchs may rule an —_ not a heart, 
hilſt my Dartes lodges here, my breaſt 
00 narrow is for any other gueſt. 
ay Smerdis ſtill che Perſian Scepter bear, 
\nd may he till Reign ev'ry where — but here; [ Points to ber Breaft 
Orind. Does then your Breaſt no other thoughts produce 2 
Ove, like Wars Combars, ſhould admit ſome truce, 
our pardon, Siſter, if ſo bold 1 prove 
o tell you what Orizas thinks of Love. 


{toſſs, ſing the Song I raught you, 
Atofla ſings, 


She that with Love 18 nt poſſeſt, 
Has not for that the harder beart : 
th I think the ſofter, and more tender breaſt, 
would dull, would dull, would dull, axd damp the dart, 


Amway with melancholy fits, 

Whoſe ſtrange effe# our eyes diſarms, 
Depoſes Beauty, and diftrafis our wits, 
whilſt we grow pale, grow pale, and loſe our charms. Love 
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Love does a7 ate} it ſelf conſpire; 
Such langurjbtug deſires emparts, 


That quench the fuel, yet preſerve the fire, 
( louding thoſe eyes, boſe eyes, whence Love takes darts, 


Enter Theramnes, with a Letter. 


Ther. This Letter your peruſal asks. 
Phed,. ——  ——- From whom 
Do you, Theramnes, in Embatlage come? 
Ther, My meiſage, Madam, you will find writ there, 
Both in the Subject,aud the Character. _ (Exit. 
[ Phedima opens the Letter, and reads to hey ſelf, and ſeems diſorder'd, 
Orind, Whar ſtrange diſorders in her looks ariſe ? 
How he caſts darts of fury from her eyes ? 
Phed. Shame and confuſion has ſo fill'd my breaſt, 
That I want patience to reade out the reſt, 
Siſter, do you proceed, look, and ſee there, 
What you will bluſh to reade, and I to hear, 


Orinda reades the Letter. 
Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima. 


Ince our mutual Vows of Love have rais'd me to a pitch above hope oy fear, to 
& ſuch an aſſurancs of your affeFion, that 1 find the greateſt Monarch in the 
world cannot ſupplant me tn your efteem, nor raiſe bis Love on the rutnes of mine; Tos 
then, who have gruen my paſſion life, bave grven it alſo confidence ta yequeſt the ſpeedy 
crowning of our deſires, to avoid the trouble of more numerous Rivals, which your 
Beauty cannot but daily add to yur former Congueſts, But ſince the immediate ſer- 
vice of my King will zot permit me as yet to watt upon you, be pleas'd to ſend me au 
Anſwer, bat ſuch an one ( as I doubt not but you will ) as ſhall proclaim me, as 1 
am, your moſt faithful, ſo your moſt bappy adorer, Theramnes. 


Phed. Prou4 Traytor to my Honour and his own: 
His confidence {wells to a height unknown, 
To dare 
Orind, Why ? Siſter, Lovers dare do more, 
Phed. Lovers! why ? did he ever ſpeak tefore ? 
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Or utter the leaſt ſyllable, or word, 
T expreſs I was the obje@ he ador'd ? 
Contracts, and ſes, which I have giv'n ? 
Perfidious Lyar both to Me and Heav'n! 


Orind. Bur perhaps he your kindneſs has miſtook ; 


For Lovers track their Fates in ev'ry look 

Their Ladies do impart z and ev'ry 

Does to an unknown height their hopes advance. 

The Languages of Ladies ſmiles ſuffice 

For Lovers to reade contra&ts in their eyes. 

Did you ne're ſmile, or ſome kind favours ſhow ? 

Phed, Yes, what my Friendſhip did oblige me to, 

Bur could his proud thoughts ſo ambitious prove, 

To dare to think my Friendſhip was my Love? 

No, Traytor, no. Theramnes, you ſhall find, 

Chooſing a Miſtreſs, you have loſt a Friend. 

Bur that which my diſdain and anger moves, 

ls not ſo much becauſe Theramnes Loves : 

Th' effe&ts of Beauty Beauty can forgive : 

And we can pity thoſe we can't relieve, _ 

Bur that which merits my juſt ſcorn, is this; 

That he ſhould think my Conqueſt eafie is- 

Whillt in this Letter which you now have read, 

He does for Triumph, not for Conqueſt plead. 

s if a Ladies brealt no courage held ; | 

ut our rame ſouls were onely taught to yield. | 
Orind, Your furious anger roo much freedom finds, 

Silence becomes the paſſions of great minds. 

Phed. Siſter, I've done, Auretta, go and burn 

his Letter, Thus Vie Triumph in my ſcorn. 


Avretta, Condemn'd toth' fire! That Sentence which you give, | Aſide. 
oo cruel is, Ile grant it a reprieve. [ Exit Auretta, with the Letter, 
Phed. But ſeeing he an anſwer does require, 
[le be ſo kind, T'le grant him his deſire : 
But ſuch an anſwer as ſhall make it known "VE Hs 
| underſtand his merits, and my own. [ Exeurt, 


Scena 
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Scena quinta, Scene, @ Pavilion Royal. 


% 


Enter Cambyſes, nd Prexaſpes: 


Camb. Enough I am convincd of Smerdes Fate, 
'Tis well my blcod does not dilturb my State. 
How firs the Cloud upon Mandane's brow ? 
Prex. She does no time but to her tears allow. 
Camb, Marble (heds tears, but cannot fofter grow : 
Her heart's ſtall hard, and ever will be fo. 
You ſaid you for her griefs a cure defign'd. 
Prex, Sir, to divert theſe troubles from her mind, 
I have deſign'd, after a Martial dance, 
A maſque of Captive Princes ſhall advance, 
Adorn'd with Chains, and Coroners of gold : 
Scared upon whole necks you ſhall behold 
A Prince Triumphant, deckt with Martial ſpoyls, 
Amidſt your Trophies, and great Cyrus toyls. 
Hid in the Trophies of this Pageant King 
An Eagle on the ſudden ſhall rake wing, 
A Crown fixt to her Talons. As ſhe flyes, 
And hov'ring mounts ſtill nearer to the Skyes; 
When at the utmoſt height ſbe finds her Chain 
Does her intended Liberty reſtrain ; 
Her Ferrers ſhall her row'ring flight recall, 
Forc'd down, (be at Mandana's feet ſhall fall, 
And there depoſe her Crown, 
Camb, —— Condud her in, 
And let gre _ rn Scene of Love begin, [ Exit Prex, 
Thus Fe deſcribe my paſſion. Love ſounds beſt, 
Like OQracles in Miylteries expreſt, 


Enter Prexaſpes and Mandana, The King and Mandana ſeated, 
a Martial Dance 18 perform'd ;, the Dance ended , the Scene opens , nd the ! 


_Haſqueis ——R—_ z at which Mandana riſes, and offers to £0 ont : at 
which Cambyſes follows ber, and the Scone ſhuts, | | 
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Carb. Stay, cruel Princeſs, ſtay. Are your fair eyes 
Atraid to look on their own Victories 2 =_ 
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Or, are you ſtart!'d ar your own great pow'r, 
To ſee your Slave in the Worlds Conquerour ? 
Who from your influence does his 5 take, > 
And Conquers onely for Aandana's 
Mand, O Fatal Beauty ! was't Mandang's eyes 
That made you win her Crown, and Sacrifice 
Her Fathers blood ? 
Camb, Your loſſes I'le reſtore, 
With Crowns more bright than Ameſis e're wore. 
Mand. No, Tyrant know, my ſoul's nor ſunk fo far, 
To ſtoop to my great Fathers Murderer. 
Have I my (elf no betterunderſtood, 
Then thus co found my greatneſs on his blood ? 
Your proffer'd Crowns cannot my thoughts controul, 
You have ſubdu'd m —_— notmy ſoul. 
Camb, Madam, how _ thus provoke his hate 
Who's the diſpoſer of your Crown, and Fate ? 
Mand: Ay, Sir, you of my Life and Throne diſpoſe; 
And thoſe are triftes I could wiſh to loſe. 
Bur know, proud King, my Virtue Fle ſecure : 
My Honour is above a Tyrant's pow'r. [ Exits 
Camb, Captive, farewel. Since you {o ſtubborn prove, 
I will take care you (hall be taught to Love. 
A gult of paſſion has uncalm'd my foul ; 
My blood does with a livelier motion roul. 
A fierce aflaule my drowſie ſoul does ſtorm ; 
And bids my Love wear a more manly form. 
- My Reaſon now (hall my blind paſſion guide ; 
I'le be a Vaſſal to her Eyes, not Pride. 
Since then my mildneſs could nor win a ſmile, 
Vie learn tocourt heri n a rougher ſtile, 


Enter Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, 


My lab'ring thoughts muſt now make truce. My Lords, 

Will there be an imployment for our Swords ? 

How ſtrong's their Carriſon,how great their Force ? 
Otan. Their oumber, Sir, is fifey thouſand Horſe: - 

And twice that number is their Intantrie, 


Camb, Then they are fir to be o'recome by me, 
| E 2 Lot! 
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You then muſt know from whence this War does ſpring, 
And who would be my Brother, and your King. 
-Dar. Who, bur your Brother, durit your ſeat ſupply? 
A baſer blood could ne're have thoughts fo high. | 
Camb, You are miſtaken, Sir, he wears no Crown, 
Unleſs that ſome kind god has lent him one. 
Smerdts is dead. 
Otan, ———— How dead ? And by whoſe hand ? 
Camb, It was by his, and 'twas by my command. [ Points to Prex. 
Otan, Then the War's done z you've rob'd us of our Foe, 
Camb. Ay, Sir, of him I rob'd you long ago: 
*Tis not my Brother that does wear my Crown, 
Artab, Your Brother dead,yer Smerd!s in your Throne? 
Dar. Who then is he dares that high Title claim, 
Uſurping both your Empire, and his name ? 
Canb, Falſe Pataſitbes, whom I rais'd above 
Either my Subje&ts Envy, or their Love, 
Has in requital rob'd me of that. Throne 
Under whole luſtre he ſo bright was grown, 
Thus the Moons kindneſs does the Suns requite, 


_— him from whom ſhe takes her light. 


His Kinſinan Smerdis he does ſubtly bring 
Torepreſent my Brother, aud your King. 


Enter tothem, Smerdis, diſguis'd. 


What's he that to our Preſence does intrude ? 
Smerd, Sir, 'tis my Loyalty that makes me rude. 
Prex, *Tis he, Great Sir, who in our cauſe does joyn, 

The chiefelt Agent in our Grand delign, 
Camb. And do you know that Smerd{s, Sir, that wou'd 

Lay claim both to my Empire, and my blood ? 
Smerd. Dread Sir, to me he is ſo near. ally'd; : 

He from my breaſt cannot his ſecrets hide. 
Camb. Pur are you ſure he is your truſty Friend ? [To Prex; 
Prex. As {ure as all the tyes on Earth can bind, s 
Smerd, On this, great King, we've founded our deſign : 

» The charge of Suſa's Weſtern Gate is mine. : 
And that which to our ſafety does conduce, 
You know the conſ'quence of a lazy Truce. 


(29) 
Truces Which ſeem but Martial Maſques, and are 
The CrimeSof Peace dreſtin the garb of War. 
Know then, during this Truce, his Forces be 
Arm'd onely for their cafe and Luxurie: 
You then this Night thall with your Army watt; 
I'le give you entrance at the VVeltern Gate, 
Then on the Eaſt T'le give a falſe Alarm, 
That e're his Party (hall have time to Arm, 
You ſhall have forc'd your P , won the Town, 
Seiz'd the Ulſurper, and regain'd your Crown. 
Camb, Well, Ile this Night, advancing in their head, 
To Suſas my Triumphant Forces lead: 
None but my Sword my quarrel (hould decide, 
Day. Conqueſt and you, Sir, ever were ally'd. 
Bur, Sir, the breach of Truce a ſtain will be 
To the bright glory of your ViRory: 
'Twill an Eclipſe to your great Fame produce. 
Camb, Why, Sir, was it not I that made the Truce ? 
Dar. It was. 
Camb, Then what I made I may deſtroy: . 
In this deſign you muſt your Swords imploy. 


"——< « 


Dar, n you command,the cauſe we do not weigh. 
ou've taught our Swords to Conquer, and obey. | 
Camb. See that our entrance be with care prepar'd, [ To Smerd, 


e ſhall nor want ſucceſs, nor you reward. 
[ Exit Cambyſes, Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, 
Smerd. Nought but his death ſhall for reward ſuffice ; 
For when he enters Suſa's Valls, he dyes. 1, 
'Tis-the laſt Conqueſt that his Sword ſhall have, . 
o win that ground on which he makes his Grave. 
Brave Friend. 
Prex, His death (hall make our Friendſhip good 2: | 
otyes ſo ſtrong as what are writ in blood, [ Exeumt- 
Finis Ac, ſecund:, 
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We tak2 _ of 1 

OT OR 1605p "OY —— | kno 
Aus tertius. Scena prima, Scene, The Palace : go! 

tris 

coeatbentt — — LL, 
Enter Smerdis, Pataſithes, and Captain of the Guards. tur, 

Capt, + Guards are ſer, the Ambuſcadolaid —_» | 8 « 
Pat All preparationsfor the deed are made. To 

Smerd, You know your charge in this deſign » £0 Walt, Bui 
And give him entrance at the VV eſtern Gate, | Exewnt Patalithes, avd Capt, 11. 
Enter Theramnes, with a Letter. 4 

The 


7 her, Great Sir, your Royal pleaſure is obey'd: 
Your Letter I with my own hand, convey'd, 
And chis,l gueſs, her atiſwer does declare : 
For though it does no {uperſcriprion bear, 
From hence 'tis yours I do the more preſume, 
Your Titles bcing too large for ſo ſmall room. 
Smerd, Yes, Top are large ———— 
When they beyond the name of King exrend, 
To that more glorious Title of your Friend, [ Embraces bim, 
You know your charge, Sir, in this Nighes deſign, 
- Ther. Rivals in Empire can't t ſhine, 
This Night Camlyſes dyes. Whiltt Smerts is 
Crown'd for our Kirg, he for our Sacrifice. [ Ex. 
Smerd. Now, it I find he does her Love enjoy, [ Opening the Letter, 
Her kindneſs then her Lover (hall deſtroy. 
3 know his courage, and I will take carc 
Inthis Nights cauſe he (hall ſo far, 
To meet his Death. *Tis a ſmall Crime, to prove 
Falſe to my Friendihip, to promote my Love. 
Reads the Letter. 


Phedima, to Theramnes, 


Dim ſorice your confidence has rais'd you to apitch above fear or ſhame 
to davete profane my eyes with ſuch aſcrowl of Blaſpbemies, in taxing Phedim 
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4 Contra to Theramnes z Since your guilty paſſion bas made this your firſt addveſ 
= that you bave rats'd your Love on Lala of Friendſhip , Lo ww youy 


quilt may be your puniſhment, meyyou Love ſtill, and to that beight, that 1 may 
triumph tn my ſcorn, and make my cruelty able to give deeper wounds than my eyes : 
Love, and diſpair, But ſince your eternal Banifhment can onely give a ſtop to all fu- 
ture Crimes f this Natare, never dare to ſee me more. 


This does diflolve my fears, Theſe lines do (hew 
Smerdis is happy now, bur cruel too ; 
To be thus jealous of fo brave a Friend, 
Bur ſince I did 'gainſt Friendſhips Laws offend, 
f 1'le AR ſuch things es (hall my fault redeem , 
Kings can both Ac and expiate a Crime, , 
And though Theramnes Friend did the offence, 
Theramnes King that Crime will recompenle, [ Exit, 


Scena ſecunda. Scene, the Camp. 
Exter Darius, and Ofiris. 


Dar, During this Truce we will to S»ſs go 
To pay a debr I ro my Princeſs owe. 
Two A. 4 young Prince, have cach their part, 
" The King my hand, and Phedima my Heart, 
Bur, Sir, your Friendſhip ſhares part in my Breaſt : 
 ean'r givey' all, but truſt you withtherelt, 
This Viſit too is not alone defign'd 
-& T' a Miſtreſs, bur your ſecon#{elf, a Friend, 
' Ofir. My Rival, Sir, name him, what Friend is he ? 
Dar. Iam unknown to him, and he to me, 


Stra to each, 
Opr. This is a Riddle too ; 
A Friend, and one you never ſaw, nor knew. 
Dar, But, Sir, gon no _— to his Fame : 
Theramnss's Virtues do my Friendſhip claim. 
* Ofir. Bur whence ariſe this myſtick ſympathy ? 
Dar. *Twas Phedima's fair hand that made this eye, 
His worth, his deeds, his ſervice ſhe commends ; 
That *'twere unjult we ſhould be leſs than Friends, 
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She gives him ſuch a glorious CharaQer, | 
That being his Friend, I do but ſecond her. 
And then her Letters tell me, how thar ſhe 
Has giv'n him ſuch a CharaQeer of me, 
Thar he already is impatient _—_ > 
Till both of us are to cach other known. 

Oſir. Friendſhip a ſtranger progrels never made, 
Thar by a Mediatour is convey'd, 
You court Theramnes's Love, a Fricnd unſeen ; 
As Kings by Proxies Court a Forreign Queen, 


Enter Meſſenger, who delivers Darius a Letter, 
Dar. From whence ? : 
Meſs. From Suſa, Sits 
Dar, ———— Then may it prove, [ Kiſſes the Letter: 
Some kind and happy Embaſſy of Love, | Opens the out-ſfide Letter,and reads, 


Auretra, to ber Lord Darius. 


He greatneſs of your generous favours, and the confidence you havebeen pleaſed 

to place in me, bas obliged me, having found this Letter eſcap'd from my La- 
dies band, to preſent it to yours, as a token that 1 am ſiill your moſt faithfull confident 
of your paſſion, and Advocate in your Love ; Aurerta. 


[ Opens the tncloſed, and read, 
Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima, | 
The Prologhe's ſtrange —— but Ile ſuppreſs my doubr; 
And ſtay my wonder, till I've rcad it out. 
[ Reades to himſelf, and ſeems much diſorder d. 
Oſir, What ſudden change does in his Face appear ? 
Such looks Darius brow ne're us'd to wear. 
Ir muſt be ſomething more than common blaſts 
Of Fortune can raiſe ſtorms within his brealt. 
Dar. Your moſt faithful, and moſt happy adorer, 
Theramms, | Reads aloud, 
Are theſe the plagues of Love > Am I berray'd > 
Has the a Contract with Theramnes made ? 
And can tieav'n ſuffer it ? Sir, if you dare 


Our-tace the worlt of Treaſons, reade e'm there. # Gives the Letter to Ofiris 
+? = Try 


- 
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Try if your courage does nor ſtart to ſee 
A more inhumane Barb'rous cruelty, X 
Than Heaven, or Hell, es gn; Furies, or Fae, emm=n Of all, [ Raging ly. 
Bur Woman can invent , — bur theſe are (mall, 
And petty ſportive Crimes in them, to prove 
Falſe, and Gillya to their Oaths, and Love, 
Is this the Man ſhe prais'd > Is Love fo blind, 
I could nor ſee my Rival in her Friend ? 
Oſir. She does your merits wrong, But 'tis the Fate [ Having read the Let;cs 
Of Lovers, Sir, to be unfortunate. pa 
Day. Bur ſince Darres ſuch hard fortune bears, 
I will out-do the malice of my ſtars, 
I'le be more cruel than my Fate, Vie make 
My juſt revenge my injur'd cauſe partake. 
Revenge the onely _—_ of deſpair : 
Him from her breaſt, or her from his I'le tear, 
Ile end my wrongs by his or my own Fate; 
Loſing her Love, I will deſerve her hate. 
His blood, or mine, my fury (hall atone: 
Ile cauſe his fall, or cruth him with my own. 1 Exiunt, 


Scena tertla. Scene, a private Walk : 


Enter Phedima, and Orinda, 


Phed. Theramnes (ute durſt not commit a Fa&, 
Should forfeit all his Honour in one AR. 
The Virtues of his breaſt ſo numerous were, 
He could not in one moment raze out all ; 
Great Virtues, like great Empires, ruin'd are, 
They by degrees mult ſink, before they fall, 
To dare to write that which he needs muſt know 
Was falſe, and I muſt needs reſent ir ſo, 
Orimd, No more I ſee Theramnes walk this way. 
Phed, hen, to reſolve my doubt Orinda (tay, 
And tax him of his Love, and by degrees 
Search out the grounds of his late injuries; 
And ſound his heart, and how he does reſent 
My Cruelty, and his late baniſhment. ; Exit Phedima,within the Scenes, 
to over=bear them; 
F Enter 
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Enter Theramnes. 


Orind, Theramnes, let me but one Hueſtion move. 
Ther, Your pleaſure, Madam. 
Orind. _ Did you ever Love ? 
Ther, What does ſhe mean ! that ſhe whom 1 adore 
Should ask me that I ne're durſt ſpeak before, 
Aſſiſt me, Courage, that I may but prove 
So Valiant, as to tell her that I Love, 
Orind, What,does your anſwer need ſo 
Ther. And can you doubt th' effe&,who are the cauſe? 
How can you think that he who ſees your eyts, | 
Can be exempted from their ViRories ? 
To doubt I love you your own pow'r ſuſpe : 
From ſuch bright charms who can his heart proteQ? 
Strangers to Love mult Str be to you : 
Or4nd. See how his confidence flatters me too. 
Bur I perceive his Arr,he by this pauſe 
Secks to divert me from my Siſters cauſe, 
By forcing me t' a bluſh on my own ſcore, 
That I may tax him in her name no more. - | 
His guilt's ſo great, that he's aſhami'd to hear —— 


Bur thall 
— -— Fir, theſe expreſſions needleſs are;. 
I know your Love. 

Thez. What could my ſtars do more, 


Then that O-1nda knew my Love before? 
Orind. Since you your ſelf a Captive do confels, 
Theramnes, then leave jt to me to gueſs 
Your Conquerour, 
Ther. How cunningly ſhe would my paſſion hear, 
Yet COILED thar - _—_ ell ir - g 
Well, in ſuch lem on drels, 
She ſhall nor bluſh to car Fic expreſs. 
Orind, But of what date has this your paſſion been 2 
Ther, Since the firſt day I had my Conqu?rour ſeen, 
In a deep filence, and as great a fear, | 
In vain I ſpent along and tedious year, 
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And like that year now it's whole courſe is ru; 
There find my ſelf where I ar firſt begun: 
Orind, And could your paſſion to this height advance, 
And you nor dare to give it utterance ? 
Ther, My paſſion, Madam, I could ne're diſguiſc 
So much, bur (he mighe reade ir in my cycs. 
Beauties thar in our hearrs nouriſh a fre, 
Like rothe gods thar do thoſe flames inſpire, 
Their Servants filence ſeldom do miſtake, 
Bue know their wiſhes, though they never ſpeak, 
Thus I have urter'd ir. 
b "Perhaps jy SE have made 
Ther, Perhaps ſome an : 
deletes 
Fear! my high-plac' e y 
Orind. Did you 4 writeto her whom you ador'd 5 
Ther. My pafſion ne're ſuch courage afford. 
I never did, nor durſt. 
Orind, Falſe man, I ſaw 
That Letter which you wrote to Phedims:. 
Where you ſo boldly did your Love defend, 
And to her heart ſo a right pretend, 
As if you there had been fo long a gueſt, - | 
That nothing could remove you from her breaſt. 
Ther. does ſhe mean ? Unleſs ſhe jealous be 
I Love elſe-where, and tryes my conſtancy. 
If it beſo, how can I happier prove ? 
For where rhere's jealouſte, there muſt be Love. 
Orizd, Speak, did you not preſume totell her, how 
You claim'd her Love by Contract, and by Vow? 
Can you deny't ? orthink I never ſaw, 
Theramnes to the Conſtant Phedima 2 
Did I not ſee'e by your own hand convey'd ? 
Ther. Too late I find I'm by my King betray'd. 
"Twas from another hand that Letter came: 
I neither th' Author, nor the Subje& am. 
Orird. Falſe man, did ir not bear your name, and can 
Your confidence deny you are the man 2? 
They, O pardon me, if Arguments I want 
Toclear my (elf of whar I'm ignorance, 
7 F 2 


AS 


(35) 


As well as innocent. That may prove 
I ne're aſpir'd to your fair Siſters Love : - 
Nor ever could, nor durſt; let this ſuffice, 
I owe my Conquelt to Ornda's eyes, 
Orind, Oh, now I find — this anſwer merits more 
Than all your rudeneſs on my Siſters ſcore, 
Since thus your guilt roo mult extend to me, 
Know, I can frown, and ſcorn,as well as (he. [ Proffers to go out, 
Ther. Stay, cruel, ſtay, and frown again, ſo fair 
A Beauty charms ev'n in her frowns does wear. 
Orind, Since your Audacious folly's grown ſo great, 
Yes, I will (tay ; but onely to repeat 
That ſentence which my Siſter gave before, 


Theramnes, zever dare to ſee me more. | | [ Exit, 


Ther, Condemn'd never to {ee Orizda more ! 
And am 1 banitht on my Princes ſcore ? 
To which of theſe ewo (hall I faithful be, _ 
Thus ftreighten'd berwixt Love and Loyaltic ? 
For there | to my King have ſilence ſworn, 
Performing which I gain my Miſtreſs's ſcorn, 
On th' other ſide, ſhould I,tn my defence, 
Accuſe my King, and prove my innocence: 
_ ! diſcloſe by w - thoſe lines were writ 5 
nd by mine, my Kings Treachery requite: 
On this ſide Fo hea wen = cnnge 
Falſe ro his Honour, to promote his Love. 
But T'le be true to both, and a ſuch things, 
As ſhall expreſs that I can out-do Kings. [ Ext. 


Enter Phedima, and Orinda. 


" Phed. Siſter, his Conqueſt to your eyes is due : 
And Loving you he cannot Love me too, 


Enter two Villains, uneſpied by Phedima, and Orinda, 


1. Vil. We aretoſcize the Princeſs Phedims : 
And ſhe has took a private Walk this way. 

2. Vil, And Pataſithes gave us charge, that we 
Should take the ſafelt opportunity, 
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1, Vil, Oh, here's the prize ; let's ſcize 'em, 

2. Vil. Stay, lle go, 

Andſce firſt if the Coaſt be clear, or no 

Leſt by ſome ſudden reſcue they eſcape. | Exit ſecond Vil, 
I. Vil. They'r objeR's more for pity, than a rape. 

Had not our Patrons bounty made us bold, 

Beauty wants pow'r when we're firlt charm'd with gold, 

 Phod, Denying that he writ it, does expreſs 4 

He has no hopes in', nor expects ſucggſs, 

Then, Siſter, the deſign mult only be 

A deed of malice in atfront to me, —— 

But that he ſcorns, No, 'tis ſome counterfeit, 

And by ſome other envious hand 'rtwas writ, | 68 


Enter again, the ſecond Villain, op 


2. Vil. T've view'd around,and I can onely ſpye 
One man within the proſpeQ of my eye. 
I. Vil, Onefingle man ſhall nor ditturb our prize, 
For if he chance to come this way, he dyes. { They rsſb, and ſetze the Ladies. 
Bb Ladies, Help, help. Inbumane Raviſhers, 


Enter Theramnes. 


Ther, What ſudden cry's this that invades my ears ?- 
Ha! Raviſhers ! and my Orinda too ! 
My Sword muſt plead what my Love couldnot do. [ Draps, 
Unhaad 'em, Villains. Beawty never 1s 
Ordain'd for ſuch a rude embrace as this. 


Unhand'em, or you dye. 
1, Fil, —— That you ſhall do : 


Our Swords ſhall a& that kindnes, Sir, for you. | Both V;{[atns dran upon him. 
[ The Ladies ſtep 1n between them, to part them, 
Phed, Hold, Villains, Hold. 
Ther. Give me leave; 
My Title their baſe number does ſurpaſs ; 
I need no other Second, but your caule. [ Puts the Ladies by,and fights. 
[ Phedima and Orinda run out, cr yung, belp, 


Enter. 
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Enter to them fighting, Darius. 1h 
Dar. Since Honour does to th' weakelt part incline, | 7 
Againſt ſuch odds it makes the Quarrel mine. Drans, and fights on The- Nc... 
Gtvethemtheir Lives. ramnes'sfde ; the two Vile Y - 
1. Fil. - We ſcorn a bafe Reprieve: C /arns are worſfted, = " 
Ve'le cicher Conquer'sd dye,or u'rours live. | Fights on, two Vallauns fall, 
Ther. *'Tis your affiſtance has the wan, 
Your __ aid, Sir, = my = —_ ] 
Dar, I'm happy in pertorming Honours Laws, 
Bur (hall be hols when I know the Gaufe. | ma 
Ther, 'Twas in two Ladies Quarrels thag I drew 
That Sword that's now made fortunate by you. 
Beauties, whoſe pow'rful infl'ence is ſo great, 
To guide our Swords, we could not but defear | 
An Army in their Cauſe, ( 
Dar. Know you their Name ? | Yo 
Ther. Strangers to that, are Strangers tao to Fame, , 
Phedima, and Orinds. Th 
Dar, Ha! in theircauſe! | To 
Ther, Fortune could ne're afford T Wy 
A cauſe more Noble to Theramnes's Sword. vw 
Dar. Theramnes | Oyegods! Thanks ro my Fatc. { 4fide. BT 
Thar at this hour has made me forrunare. 
Ther. The happieſt chance that our kind ſtars could fend, Ar 
'That we their Lives and Honours ſhould defend, | 
Der, In their defence you have your courage {hown, 
Burt you will ſhew it better in your own. [ Draws, 
Ther, This ſtrange aflaule I cannor underſtand. Th 
Dar. My meaning's legible — here in my hand. By 
Ther, That Language 1s too hard to b' underſtqod. A; 
Dar. It will be plainer when 'tis writ in blood, 
Draw, Traytor. $} 
Ther, Firſt, you'l give me leave to know 
From what ſtrange root this ſudden rage does grow, A 
Day, Your paricy does but my Revenge delay. 'J 


Ther, Then rake your Conqueſt this more humble way, [ Prafſers bis Sword, i V 
For Honour holds my hand from a deſign 
Again't his Lice who bravely gave me mine, 


Dar, Honour 


(39) 
Dr. Honour a Refuge for your fear procures. 
That debr you owe my Sword, pay it with yours. 
Ther. Such a rude 
Dar. a weak 
Serves but ro yield a Coward a defence. | 
Ther, My patience cannot to thar name ſubmit, 
I'm ſorry you muſt have the proofs of it. | [ Both fight. 
[ Theramnes draws off from Darius 1» fighting, nd offers to ſpeak, 
Ther, Sir, do but hear — 
Dar, Muſt you om make, 
Thus to take breath, when 'cis the laſt you'll rake? 
[ Fights on, and gives Theramnes s mortal wound. 


Enter to them fighting, Ofiris, Phedima, and Orinda. 
Phed. What new aſſault is this ? 


Ofir. — Darius, hold, 

Your fury 'gaiuſt chis Seranger is too bold, 
Ther: Deries ! "” : 

The onely man on Earth whom I 'd 

To be my Friend, my Murderer find. F Aſide. 
Phed. Darixs | 


What Fatal cauſe enrag'd youto this ſtrife, 
Touſe your Sword *gainit my Protector's Life ? 
Ther, My Blood runs flow: Fatenow AQtsir's laſt part, [ Aſade, 
And Deaths cold hand moves faintly o're my heart. 
Phed. I'm bound in Honour for that aid you lenr. 
Ther.. That Bond you Cancel in th* acknowledgment, 
Phed, My freedom you relealt, a gift ſo great, 
That I muſtowe a Ranſom, not a Debe, ['To Ther. 
Bur, Sir, what rage arm'd you to this bold deed, [ To Dar; 
Againſt Theramnes, whom the Fares decreed —— 
Dar. Againſt Theramnes whom you have decreed 
Should in = Love too happily ſucceed. 
Phed. Aretheſc the grounds ? Your jealouſic remove, 


'Je's Rival to your Courage, not your Love. 

is Valour 'twas that did my Honour guard, 

Which your rude fury did bur ill reward. 

From theſe bold Ravithers, whoſe blood he ſpilt, | Points to the two Villaths, 
Reſcu'd my Life, and recompenc'd their guilt, 


Ther, My: 
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Ther, My ling'ring ſpirits do ſtill faintly haul ; 
Death ſure has laid a iege, not an aflaulr. [Aſode, 
Dar, Since you miſtake his Love, you (hall not err, 
I'le (hew you't in a plainer Character. 
Have you forgot ſo ſoon ſince you firlt ſaw, 
1 beramres to the conſtane Phedima ? 


Dare you reade this ? [ Grues her the Letter, 
Pbed. Whar is't I dare not do ? [ Looks upon the Letter, 
Has falſe Auretta then betray'd me too ! [ Aſide, 


This pamphlet I have ſeen, and read, and more —— 
Bur did Theramnes ever lec'r before 2 


Know you this hand > [ Grues the Letter to Theramnes, 
. —— And do you know this Breaſt ? [ To Dar, 
Suſpitious man, dares your weak faith digeſt 

Sucti baſe low thoughes of me, to dare to think * 


My Virtue can grow leſs, or Courage thrink ? 
Your Crime had been more venial, and leſs ſtrange, 
T' have thought my Beauty, then my foul could change ? 
Whatever | durſt AR, I dare defend. 
Ther, Is this the kindneſs of my _ Friend > ' [| Aſide, 
It bears my Name, but not my Character. [ Throws away the Letter, 
My patlion is not written there, bur here, [ Potts to his Breaft. 
In Phedima's fair eyes ſuch glories ſhine, 
As may command all hearts to yield But mine, 
Bur from her Charms I did my Breaſt defend : 
And I am not your Rival, but your Friend, 
Dar. And can you your own Name deny, and ſee 
Thar Letter witneſs of your perjnrie > 
Ther, Thar Letter, Sir, is forg'd and counterſcir, 
Dar. By whom ? 
Iher, You muſt not know by whom 'tis writ. 
Dar. Then will I force —- 
Ther. You ſhall not, Sir, nor muſt 
I break my promiſe, nor betray my truſt, 
\ince Honour does my ſecrecy enjoyn, 
Rather than break my Vow, Ile own it mine, 
Dor, Then will 1 force ghar breath to be your laſt. 
\ TU Ther, That Faral ſentence is already paſt. 
Diſpute no more of that forg'd CharaReer : 
- Bur what your Valour, Sir, has writ, reade here, [ Potnts to bis wounds, 
| Yet 


- 
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Yet though your Sword has made my blood edbe low, 

My courage ſtill ro the ſame height does flow. 

And ſtill my breaſt is large enough rafford 

Room for your Friendſhip, as it did your Sword, 

No more your groundleſs jealoulies purſue ; 

My Conquelt ro Orinds's eyes is due. 

7] BE But 1 want breath, not words, for my defence, 

y. & To prove Theramres's injur'd innocence, 

+ & Ycrif I win your Friend(hip, I can't call 
This my defear, who conquer when I fall. [ Falls, 
And may Theramnes now {o happy prove, 

, & VWho in his Life could not deſerve your Love, | 

To win Orinds's pity when he dyes, / [ToOrind. 

In Life your Slave, in Death your Sacrifice. [ Faints away, 65 dead, 

Phed. Now ſee what your miſtaken rage has done, 

And Triumph at the Conqueſt you have won. 

Look there, and tremble, if you have a ſenſe 

Of horror equal to his innocence. 

Dar. He's gone ! too late thy innocence appears : 
The current of my rage now turns to tears. 
, & Oſiris, run, call all the help thar's near, 


Whillt I my helpleſs griefs ecchototh' Air. | Exit Ofttis: - 


Yer the kind gods have not plac'd Heav'n ſo high, 
Bur that our fighs and pray'rs may mount the Sky. 
Was this the onely way to reach his heart, 
Where he too generouſly gave me part > 

Could I thy Innocence no ſooner find ? 

Is cruel Jealouſie, like Love, too blind ? 


Enter Ofiris, with Attendants,who take up the Body of Theramnes, 


Thy blood by my unhappy hand was ſpilr, 

Love, like Religion, in th' exceſs grows _ 

Thus Love turns Jealouſte when too ſublime : 

As Superſtition is Devotion's Crime. 

Uſe all the Arrs that may reſtore his breath, To Oliris , and the Attendants, 
Or beg, ar leaſt, one hour's reprieve of Death, ? who carry off Theramnes, 

Thar 1 r his parting ſoul .in tears may tell 

My gricfs, and take my long and laſt farewell, [ Exeuzt Ofitis, azd Attendants, 
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But hold,one debt mord to his Virtue's due : 


Oſiris, ſtay with my dead Friend lego ———— ; Fot 
Toth' other World —— thus —— thus, [ Goes to fall upon his Sword, || To 
Phed. —————— Youarc too bold : An 
Hold your rude hands, { Stays bim, | Ne 
Dar, --— And does ſhe bid me hold ? - W 
Phed, Yes, Sir, (he does ; ſhe dares not ſee you dye. He 
Dar. Your kindneſs then recalls my deſtiny. [ Paſſonately, NY Kt 
Phed, Dartus, live ——— " r changing b : - 
_ For by your h , ( hanging ber You, ſ 
Your Death would be = md, 0g pain too ſmall, V\ 
Your blood would be too Prodigally [pilt : Tt 
Live, only to be puntſhe for your guilt. Ti 
Oc, tt th' experiment of Death you'd rye, Ti 
"Tis fit you know your ſentence, e're you dye. V 
Death ts but half the rigour of your Fate, St 
Living you merit, dying, force my hate, A 
And fall unpity'd. Now ſtrike, if you dare , 
Try if your courage equals your deſpair. M 
Then the whoſe kindneſs did your hand recall, B 
Will be more kind (he'l ſmile to {ee you fa, - 


Dar. Oh, now I dare not dye, A ſtrange reprieve, 
When cruelty has pow'r to make me live. 
Before, her kindneſs did recall the ſtroke, 
And now her frowns my ſentence do revoke, J 
Beauties have this prerogative alone, 
Their pow'r is equal, when they ſmile, or frown. | 
Myguilt deſerves the greateſt puniſhment, 
Torrures can yield, or Juſtice can invent. 
And I could willingly endure the weight 
Of all that I deſerve, except your hate. 
{ Orinda, whilſt they have been ſpeaking, baving caſually taken up the 
Letter, and Viewed it, baftily brings it ts ber Siſter, 
Orind, Whar Seal is this ? 
Phed. The Arms of Perfia | 
Know you that Seal ? { Grues the Letter to Darius, 
Dar, Till now, I never ſaw : : 
Te was the Signet of the King. 
Pbed. + This Seal 
Does then Theramnes's Innocence reveal. 
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For, in your abſence, Sir, the Perſran Ki 
To me has made his heart an Offeri ming 
And had I broke my Vows to you, I'de been 
No longer, Sir, your Miſtreſs, bur his _ 
When I thar Royal Preſent would not take, 
He thought 'ewas for ſome happy Rival's ſake. 
Knowing th' eſteem | ro Ther amnes bore, 
He judg'd my cruelty was on his ſcore, 
From t » like you, his jealouſte he took, 
Whilſt he our Friendſhip for our Love miſtook ; 
Then forg'd that Letter in Theramne#'s Name, 
To trace our paſſions, and diſturb our fame. 
Then judge, Sir, whether I inconſtane prove, 
Who for your ſake reje&t a Monarch's : 
Since you now ſee I am below a Throne, 
And have refus'd the proffers of a Crown. 
Dor.You have roomuch my burden'd ſoul or'e-charg'd: 
My guilr's too bad a theme to be enlarg*d, 
Bur now I find my Crimes will haveno end : 
At once I've n_—_ my Miſtreſs, and my Friend, 
But you've ſo much of Heav'n, you can forgive. [ X neels, 
Phed. Yes, Sir, I could, could but Theramnes live. 
Dor. I with my tears will waſh away my Crime: 
With my loud forrows I'le reach Heav'n and Him, 
Te pey fuch Incenſe for my black offence, 
711! I rake whiteneſs from his Innocence. 
Pled., Dartus,riſe — His Pray'rs, and Love's too ſtrong 3 
And I am too kind to be cruel long. 
Dar, Thus you repeat thoſe Triumphs you have won, 
Your mercy conquers as your eyes have done. 
Phed, But ſee you pay ſuch Honours to his Grave, 
As may deſerve that pardon which I gave. 
Dar, Since pray'rs nor tears cannot his Fate recall, 
But ſo much Virtue by my hand mult fall; 
This to his duſt is bur a lawful debt, 
Who ſhin'd in glory (hall in glory ſer. 
I will eret new Trophies to his Fame, 
VWhart from his Life { took, I'le pay his Name- 


Qrind. My gricf with yours, as Kivals, (half contend: # To Phed, 
I have a Lover loſt, you nates, 3 ys ws 
6: "LF 2 


Ta 


-” . 
\ 


x 
= 
; © " 
af WT 
G * «= « 
"4 : pe 


4 *, 
ba \ 
— + 


(44) 
Scena quarta. 


Enter Prexaſpes, and Mandana, 


Prex, Can you refuſe Cambyſes's Love,who'wou'd 
To purchaſe yours wade to new Crowas in blood ? 
'Tis ftrange that he cannot your heart ſubdue, 
To whom the Corqueſt of the World is due. 
Mand, Thy ſoul, and his, in this were Rivals ill : 
You never overcome, bur when you kill. 
Prex, But, Madam, what | reade jnthoſe fair-eyes — . 
Has poylon in't. There's ſomething in that Form [ Aſede. 
Ditturbs my foul, and does my courage ſtorm. — 
Madam, your Beauty. — Oh, turn it aways 
Should 1 on that bright Obje longer ſtay, 
Lead by my wand'ring fires, | ſhould my ſenſes quir ; 
And loſe my ſelf by gazing after it. —— 
Madam [ Continumg mub his eyes fixt upon ber, 
Mand. Is not your Meſlage yet expreſt ? 
Prex, Your eyes won't give me leave to tell the reſt, 
Mana, I mult confeſs his Love I would nor hear : 
Death's frowns I can, his ſmiles I cannot bear. 
Prexaſpes, name no more Cambyſes's flame, 
Prex. Then,Madam,l may tell bim,in your name, —— | 
I am his Rival. "—— | Ape, 
Her ſubtle Darts have made my heart their Prize, 
That ſure my ſoul's tranſparent, as my eyes, 
To let her Image 1n. 
Bur tell me, can your Breaſt ſo cruel prove, 
To baniſh from your heart all thoughes of Love 2 
Mand. Now, my Oſiris, I remember thee, [ Apde,] [| Sigbs, 
Prex, Her alter'd Viſage wears a Myſtery, 
A troken ſigh, joyn'd with a fainting look ! 
Juſt ſomy a. irs ſudden birth firſt rook. 
Her Aions copy mine : ſure my diſcaſe Aſzae, 
InfeRious is, and does new Subjects ſeize. 


For the ſame ſigns argue the ſame defires : 
Perhaps ſhe feels my pains, and meers my fires, 
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If ſo; Thanks to my Stars, Since naþly you 
My heart have won, ſo nobly uſe it too. 
Whar, ſtart > You think it is Cambyſes. 
Mand, _ - No, 
Both thee, and thy inbumane deeds I know. 
Could I tut think, chat Love could be a gueſt 
To thy black ſoul, and harbour in thy brealt 
The very name of Love *twould odious make, * 
Prex, You muſt ſeem cruel for your honour's ſake. | | 
Nomore of this —_ [ Ad UAHICING wp 10 ber, 
Mand. —— Stand off. Your aim you mils, | 
What, ſtoopto him that Murder'd Amefis ? 
Prex, That was Cambyſcs's fault. 
Mand, ———— No, Slave, thy hand, 
Thy haad did AR what he did but command, 
Prex, But his command did to your Life extend, 
Which I did from his cruelty defend ; 
And 'twas my favour that you did not dye, 
Mand. No, Barb'rous Villain, 'ewas thy cruelty. 
Yee ſacred Pow'rs above what was my guilt, 
That with my Fathers blood mine was not ſpilr ? 
My Death Heav'ns Fatal kindneſs did prevent ; 
Reſerving me for greater puniſhment. 
Prex, What, can it be a puniſhmene to reſt 
In the ProteRtion of a Prexaſpes's Brealt ? 
It cannot be, Mandana, Come, I fee 
You've learnt the Female (lights of Modelty. 
[ Advances ug to ber, and proffers to kiſs ber band, at which ſbe ſteps from bim,-. 
What, a retreat ? 
As 'tis in Natures Laws, fo 'tis in Love; 
Th' effe&'s the ſame if th* Earth or Sun do move, 
And ſo our Love the ſame efteR procures, 


If your heart move tow'rds mine,or mine tow'rds yours. ; hs 

Come then ——— [ Rudely flepping to her... 
Mand. This Language, Sir, I cannot hear : 

Ican my Death, not thy addrefles bear. 

Tothee Mandaza's Breait thus kind can prove, 

Toentertain thy Sword, but not thy Love. 

What, art thou ſlow, and doſt thou fluggi(h (land, 

When belov'd Murder does invite thy hand ? 
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Prex., Captive, take heed leſt you provgke my tate- 

"Tis bur if] policy to tempt your Fare. 

You truit my Love, and therefore you preſume —— 

bur, Madam, know your ſcorn has chang'd your doom. 

Nought bur your Love your ruine ſhall recall: 

For they who once from my high favour fall, 

Never leave ſinking, till they reach their Graves. 
Mand, 'Twixt Love and Rage, like mecting Tides, be raves. [ Afde,. 

Thar Death he chreatens gladly 1'de obey : 

That Lite 1 owe tg Amaſis, I'de pay, 

Yer Amaſis ———— 

Do but this faule (it ir be one) forgive, 

- 1t for Ofzris 1 could wiſhes live. 


Enter Cambyles, who meets Prexaſpes going of . 


Camb, Prexaſpes, is Mandana yet more kind ? 
Prex. I cannot meet her in ſogood a mind. 
Camb, Since niy late frowns and threarnings could not move 
Your Breaſt, I'letreat you with a milder Love. [ To Mand, 
Prex. She thinks 
I'm ſome tame Lover of the common ſort, | 
Whom they uſe cruelly ro make *em ſport : Afids. 
No, ſhe ſhall find my Love does higher fiye : | 
T'le cither reach her how to Love, or dye- [ Exit, 
Camb. I of my frowns a Nobler uſe ſhould make, 
To awe the trembling World, make Empires quake, 
And check Heav'ns thunder, *Tis not fit my brow, 
- Thererrour of the VVorld,ſhould threaten you, 
No, you ſhall find Cambyſes, for your ſake, 
As mitd and calm as Loves ſoft c cau make. 
. Mand. Cambyſes, no; rage, and be cruel ſtill : 
F rants are only kind, then when chey kill. 
My Death's the only kindneſs you can do : 
My life I hate, ſince 'ris preſerv'd by you. 
(amb, Hold: You're ungrareful, Though you've crus!Þþin, 
. Thus, thus Camtyſes will your favour win. 
You ſhall enjoy Oſiris —— Do not ftart * 
:Jis he alone thar lodges in your hearc. 
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To win your favour this brave deed I'le do 
Be cruel to my ſelf, and kind to you. 
Fame ſhall no longer to the World impart 
Thar want pow'r to win a Ladies heart : 
For ſince all other means ſuccelleſs prove, 
Togain your kindneſs I'le reſizn my Love, 
I ro my Rival will with Honour yield, 
As the retreating Parthians win the field. 
Ofiris, Madam, is for you decreed, 
He is —— I, and the gods have (o agreed. 
Marnd, Oh, now fear —— 
Camb, Now for his Arms prepare. 
Draw back thar Curtain. Noa Scene opens, and on a Table appears the 


Take your Lover there. Body of Ofiris, bebeaded; & an Executives 
Since you all lefler offerings deſpiſe, ( with the ſuppos'd head in a yeſ[el of blooht, 
Take there, take there your Beauty's ſacrifice, 

Mand. Oſirts murder'd ! And can Heaven be 
An idle gazer on his deſtiny > 
Gods, can youſutfer this ; and yer lay claim 
To this low'r World > Or, is your Thunder tame, 
To let rhe Tyrant live Are not y' afraid, 
Who here below all Virtue has betray'd, 
When there's none lefr on Earth he may purſue, 
The next blow he intends will be at you 2 
Oh, no, this ſtroke by your conſent was given, 


To robthe World, to add new Stars to Heav'n. [ Weeps, 
O Tyrant —— Tyrone is a name too 
For him whoſe ſoul's ſo deeply ſtain'd in blood. 


Inhumane Murd'rer, had you learnt the ſence 
Of Virtue from Oſrss's Innocence; 
Or borrow'd ſo much bluſhes from his blood, 
You had not rob'd the World of all thar's good. | 
Bur, Sir, I hope you don't this Virtue Want, [ Stalking bey voice, 
Bur whag you're pleas'd to promiſe you will grant. 
You promis'd that Mandana (houkd this day 
Enjoy Oferts. 
. Camb, Ay, and fo you may. 
Mand. Tyrant, why then does not Mandazna fall, , 
To mix her blood with his? , . 
| Camb., onnme___ —— Madam, you ſhall 
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Unleſs you inſtantly reſolve to prove 
More jult to the great Perſian Monarch's Love. 

Mard, I will do more than Love, let bur your breath 
Pronounce my Fate, I'le thank you for my death : 
And I'lc embrace it too as your kind gitr, 


And th' onely happineſs on Earth, —— that's left. [ Weeps, J 
Come, in my Death ler me your favour find —— 
What, muſt Aandana court you to be kind ? | [ Raifong ber Voice 


I do conjure you ſtrike, by all your guilt, 

Your cruclties, the blood your Rage has ſpilt 

By all that ſacred debt of Love I owe 

Oſirts, nay, and more, my Hate to you, 

What, are the furics vaniſhr from your ſoul? 

Whazx-ſudden tameneſs does your arm controul ? 

Or is your fiercencſs calm'd, your rage ſubdu'd, 

Stifled with Murders, and ore-cloy'd with blood ? 

My Virtues are not ripe enough t' afford 

A Subjedt for a bloody Tyrant's Sword. [ weeps, 
Camb, Since Death would ſuch a ſignal favour be, 

You ſhall waic longer for your deſtiny, 

Monarchs ſhould nor their favours raſhly place, 

But 

Conſider e're they paſs their Acts of Grace, 

No, you (hall live, and live till you have known 

The infl'ence of an angry Monarch's frown. 

Your tears ſhall otherwiſe b' imploy'd, romourn, 

That your Pride durſt Cambyſes's favour ſcorn. [ Exit, 
Mand. 1 dare not look ( my foul's ſo much amaz'd ) 

Where I before for ever could have gaz'd. 

Oh, that I could but weep away my f he, 

"To (hare with Thee in an eternal Night. 

Or, that I could but melt in tears away ; 

That when our rifing Sun proclaims the day, 

With Morning dew I by his Rays might be 

Exhal'd, and ſnatcht up to his Heav'n,and Thee. [ Exit, 

Fins Atius Tertit, The Curtain falls. | 
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AQus quartus. Scena prima. 


——— 
_——_— — 
— 
_— 


7he Scene drawn, Cambyles is diſcouer'd ſeated in a Chair ſleeping : The Scene 
repreſenting a ſteep Rock, from the top of which deſcends a large Cloud, which 
opening, appear Various ſhapes of Spirits ſeated in form of a Councel, to 
whom a more glorious Spirit deſcends balf way, ſeated on 8 Throne ; 
at which, the former Spirits riſe and Dance : Inthe mid(t of the 
Dance ariſes a Woman with a Dagger in her hand; at 


which the Scene ſhuts, 


In the time of this Repreſentation this Song is ſung from within, as 
ſuppos'd, by Spirits. 


E ſubtle Pow'rs that rule below, 
Onely where borrour dwells, 
Whoſe deep dark Cells 
Admit no other light, 

T ben that by which you mortal Fates dowrite, 
Th' events of x” an knowledge does fereknow. 
The Prince of Fate's already ſet, 

That Prince who does in Conſtellations write 
Thoſe glorious Charafters of light, 

The deſtinies of all that's great. 

Chorus, To cowuncel then,to councel ſtrait, 
with all your Miniſters of State, 
T' attend the begh decrees of Fate. 


[ Cambyſes riſes from his Chair, as newly waking, and ſeems diſorder d. 
Camb. A Faral Dagger, and a Womans hand ! 


Enter to him, Prexaſpes. 


Prex. This Night, pu Sir, your Preſence does demand. 
"Tis now th' appointed hour, your Forces wait 


To gain admitſon ar the Weſtern Gate, — 

Sir, you forget your ſelf; one moments ſtay 

Hazards your Crown, and loſes you the day. 
H 


Camb, Tell 


(50) 
Camb.Tell me no more of hazards,nor of Crowns, — 
Cambyſes threatn'd by a Woman's frowns ! 
Prex. Remember, Sir, your Honour 'ris does call, 
Your Empire's ſafety, and th' Impoltor's fall, 
And now's the time. What, can you tardy be 
To wait on Triumph > 
Camb. ———— Let Triumph wait on me. 
I will not go. 
Prex. —— Notgo! what pow'rful cauſe 
Can force your courage to retreat, or pauſe ! 
Or can you leiſure for debare afford, 
When Conqueſt, and revenge invites your Sword ? 
Camb, No,l ſhall meet my Fate ; but thanks to Heay'n, 
My Friends above have timely notice gtv'n. 
Prex. Ha! meet his Fate ! He dreams of Treaſon too: 


Some ſuperſtitious god has told him ſo. [ Aſide, 


Can you fear dangers, or can dangers be 

An envious Cloud 'twixt you, and Vitorie > 

Or is the pow'r of Heav'n ſo dreadful grown, 

Thar fearing that, you can forget your own ? 

No, Sir, you mult this glorious deed fulfill : ; 

Let gods be gods, you are Cambyſes ſtill, Sering Cambyſes make 14 
Since you are with Prophetick = poſleſt : anſwer, be proceeds, 
What myſtick fears have thus diſturb'd your breaſt > 

Camb, My lab'ring fancy lead me to the brow 

Of a ſteep Rock, that ſhaded all below, 

From thence I ſaw a low-hung Cloud appear, 

Swoln big with miſts, and loaded with he Air : 

Which with ingender'd Tempelts ſeem'd to roar ; 

Reel'd, ſunk, and ſtagger'd with the weight it bore. 

A num'rous iſſue from its bowels flew 

Whill the Cloud broke, and melted to a dew : 

In which che wanton Spirits bath'd and plaid, 

And greedily upon their Mother prey'd. 

Then from above 
I ſaw the Prince of Fates his Arm diſplay : 
Lightning and Thunder uſher'd in his way. 
Hts Scepter mov'd,bow'd his Imperial head ; 
Tie lower Fates with Reverence obey'd. 


Ou QB AOA 


w *%.,, 41A Td <£c<=-Z 


NT DPTT TOTS T ar X- 


(51) 
Their Volumns inſtantly were brought, and He 
Op'ning the Faral Legend, pitchr.on Me, 

Then in the Councel a diſpute did grow, 

Whether Cambyſes mortal were, or no, 

Bu they in vain their es did bring, 

The Prince of Fates ſaid, No ; I was a King. 

Straight in the midſt I ſaw a Woman ſtand: 
Graſping abloody Dagyer io her hand, 

She by her looks their Sentence did condemn ; 

And by her poſture threaten'd Me, and Them, 
Then, as I wak'd, methought, I ſaw the dart' 
Snatche from her hand, and levell'd art my heart. 

Prex. And can a dream Cambyſes's ſpirits daunt, 

Riddles as darkas are the Nights they haunt ? 

Your groundleſs jealouſies unjuſt appear z 

Thus greateſt Valours ſmalleſt dangers fear, 
As Lyons tremble at a ſpark of fire, 
Shall it be ſaid, Cembyſes did retire, 

Or ſhrink from chat brave cauſe he ſhould maintain 2 
Dreams are bur th' unſhap'd Monſters of the brain. 
And Monſter-like ſhould onely be abhorr'd : 

No more delays, you muſt imploy your Sword, 

C amb. Urge me no more. 

Should I to Sa go, Fate has defign'd 

| from a Woman's hand my death ſhould find, 

Are theſe your ſtratagems ? you had forgor 

To keep your projeds cloſe, I'le ſpoil your plot. 

My Pow'r has o're their policy this odds; 

Vie (tay at home, and diſappoint the gods. 

Ve baffle your Divinity. And fince 

They have refolv'd it, lemy Stars convince. 
Thetr borrow'd infl'erce common Fates may ſway : 
Cambyſes has a greater pow'r than they. 

Stars are like Galley-{laves, chain'd to a ſphear, 
And SubjeR-like onely Heav'ns Vaſlals are, 

To move by Laws, a&t what th' higher pow'r decrees : 
I can move where I will, a& what I pleaſe, 
Cambyſes rules Cambyſes's deſtiny : 

Nor am I caught how to obey,or dye: 
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(52) 
Prexaſpes, ſee Mandana hither brought : 
Vle by my Love diverr this ſullen thought, 
Prex, And mult a Dream his SanRuary be, 
Protected by this Ridling Prophecy ? 
No, though his ſtay has my deſigns o'rethrown : 

Vle take his Life, though I expoſe my own. [Afide,) [ Exit, 
Camb, Though they have thus foretold my deſtiny, 
Perhaps my Stars have dreamt as well as I. ; 

[ Prexaſpes enters mth Mandana, and Exit, 
Mandana, you've my reſolution heard ; | 
The choice 1s cafe, r hor are you prepar'd 
To be my Miſtreſs, or my Sacrifice ? 
Mand, When 'tis your Royal pleaſure, Sir, (he dyes, 
Camb, No, no, I will a milder ſentence give : 
It is my Royal pleaſure you ſhould live ; 
And live in my embraces too, 
Manda. In his — 
In his embrace that murder'd Amaſis ! 
And more, that bloody Tyrant that decreed 
Oſirrs's cruel Fate ; that barb'rous deed, 
A deed cnough r* infect the breath of Fame : 
At which hy lefler creaſons loſe their name. 
Cam+*, Andaml dallied with? your doom is ſeal'd: 
C amt :ſcs's ſentence cannot be repeal'd, 
Prepare to Love or dye; chooſe, and be free, 
My ſpeedy kindneſs, or my cruelty, 
Aland, Your cruelty my courage cannot bear, 
Mandana then will in your kindneſs ſhare, 
I bluſh to ſay I offer up my heart ; 
Bur yer obedience is a Captives part. [ Paſſonately, 
Camb, Welcom kind Princeſs: All the pow'rs above 
Shall envy at your kindneſs, and my Love. 
If there be any pow'rs above my own, 
For they that call 'emſelves the gods, have none, 
For if they had —— 
They had not to mankind rhis favour giv'n, 
T' enjoy a bleſſing greater than their Heav'n. 
We Princes to our ſelves our greatneſs owe ; 
They are but Kings above, we gods below. - 
Now you are kind, 
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(53) 
Mand. And why are not you fo ? 
Camb, Can you iy kindneſs doube ? no, you ſhall find 
Tis you alone have taught me to be kind. 
With the next Sun you thall your Reign begin ; 
0 morrow you ſhall be proclaim'd my Queen, 
Maid, No, Sir, that is not all 
Camb, Oh, 'ris not all. 
Our Love does for a ſtricter kindneſs call. 
he night, the nighe, Love's chief Triumphant hour, 
When bluſhes o're our pleaſures have no pow'r : 
When Lovers Revel in cach others arms, 
Confining ro one Circle all their charms 3 
oan embrace, Tis to your Beauty's due, 
Firſt, I will crown our Loves, and : 4 crown you, 
Mand, Oh, no, vir, this is but a barren grant : 
till the crowning of my wiſhes want. 
The favour I would have, is this — to dye. 1 Raiſing ber woice at the 
yrant, your Love's the greateſt Cruelty. two laſt words, 
Cambyſes, no, you do miſtake my part ; 
Tis thus alone Ile offer up my hear ; 
Not to your luſt, but Fury's Sacrifice, | 
Command my Death : then though your Sword denies, 
On Earth, that Empire which my 82 had giv'n ; 
Mandana will commence her Reign in Heav'n, 
With my Oſiris, in that glorious ſear 
Where Cruelty, and Tyrants never meet. 
Camb. How,Captive,am I ſcorn'd,and ſcorn'd by you ? 
To thew what injur'd Majeſty can do, 
Your death to this diſpute an end (hall bring, 
I'le at no more your Lows but your King. 
Your Beauty ſhall no more my Arm controul, | 
Ile find a nobler paflage to your ſoul. [ Proffers to draw bis Sword to kill ber, 
Mand, Cambyſes, hold | come, 1 will milder be 
My kindneſs ſhall prevent your Cruelty, | Kindly, 
Camb. Then ule me thus no more, and you (hall know 
What Heav'n and Monarchs when they're pleas'd can do, 
Mand. Your Sword for nobler Aions ts deſign'd + 
To you then, and my ſelf Ile now be kind, 
Ile rob you of my Death ———— [ Draws ber Dagger. 


Camb wes, 


(54) | 
——_— —— OO; 26, [ Raiſes hey Voice; 


Your Sword, Sir, ſhall not condeſcend fo low, 

Tobca Womans Executioner, 

My hand alone that guily Rain ſhall bear, 

Rather chen ler a King that guile contract, 

Mardana her own murd'rers =_ will Act. 

In dying thus her kindneſs will be ſhown, 

Ste'le fave your honour, and defend her owne 

Now Tyrant, dare to violate her fame, 

To ſtain her Virtuc, or to force her ſhame ;\ —Þ 

This, this, ſhall guard her from your injuries, Pointing the Dagger t 
For when her Honour you attempry (he dyes. ber own Breaſt. 


Enter Prexaſpes, 


Prix, Welcome this happy opportunity, | Aſide, 
Mandana, hold, you rob n 44 World, and Mc, 3 Runs to ber,and ſnatches the 
And ro my Gractous Sovereign | bring Dagger from her band. 
This Preſent as a SubjeR's offerin Wo 

[ Aduancing to Cambyles, as if be deſign'd to preſent him the dag er, 
Ycur Death, proud Tyrant Dye, Cambyſes, Dye. | [ Stabs him. 

Camb, And by Prexaſpes's hand! [ Preffering toreſiſt, but ſinks into bis Chair, 

Prex. Yes, Sir, 'tis I: 

Mand, Oh, Murderer ! Help ! Guards, 

Prex. — That will rot do: 

Madam, the Guards are ſafe, and ſo arc you, 

Cemb, Ungrateful Traytor, mult my glory be 
Unravell'd by ſo baſe a Slave as thee ? 

Did I for this my favoursthus diſpenſe, 
And give thee being by my influence 2 

Prex, Ay, Sir, and 'twas from you I underſtood 
This dextrous way of letting Monarch's Blood. 

Cemb, Oh, that I could but fo much pow'r recall, 


As but to riſe, and cruſh thee in my fall, [ Profering to Fiſe, | ut carrdt, 


Or borrow ſo much kindneſs from my blood, 

To ſwell ſo high ro drown thee in a flood ; 

Oh, 1L.a41 ſon.uch poiſon in my breath, 

Ar once both to pronounce, and give thee death. 

I would rcverge my wron but 'ris r00 late : 
And Heav'n it ſelf is a Confederate, * 
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I do forget 'twas by your wills decreed, 
I by that Dagger, and that hand ſhould bleed. 

Bur ſince, ye gods, ye did my Fate proclaim, 

And raviſht from me both my Life, and Fame, 

To let me tamely fall ; may you purſue 

Thar juſt revenge which is ro murder due. 

But if you fail co right my wrongs, and me, 

May you want Temples, Alcars, Flames, and be 

From Homage and from Sacrifice debar'd, 

And, that which makes you gods, be never fear'd —— 

My paſſion with my blood now milder flows : 

Your dying Prince for your laſt pardon ſues : [ ToMand. ſinking bis voice. 
Now all your ſcorn and Cruelty muſt ceaſe, 

Death, Za diſarms my Love, concludes its peace. [ He dyes. 

Mand. His unjuſt Fare has o'remy wrongs prevail'd; 

Farewel, dead;Prince, death has thy pardon feal'd : 

Though thou wert wicked, yerthou wert a King. 

Bur, Traitor, whence did thy black fury ſpring : [ To Pex; 
Who in your Prince's blood your hands embrue ? 

Frex, Madam,His Death mult copyed be by you. 

Now is the time, proud Girle, in which Te prove, 
The juſt Revenger of my injur'd Love. [ Holding the Dagger towards ber bre:ſt, 
Since you a greater Tyrant are than He, 


Tis juſt that you ſhould ſhare his deſtiny. 
Enter Otanes, Darius, and Artaban. 


Otan, 'Tis ſome ſtrange cauſe our King thus long has ſtaid. 
Prex, Return'd ſo ſuddenly! ha! I'm berraid. 


Yet my Revenge I'le end, ——— [ Goes 10lab Mandanaz. 


Dar. Prexeſpes, hold. [ Stays bim... 
What unſhap'd fury makes your Armuthus bold > 

Prex, The King, the King —— 

Dar. Otan, and Artab, Speak, what ? 

Prex, —— There murder'd lyes : 


Oh, Fatal blow both to our hearts, and his. [ weeps,.. 


Dar, and Otan. Cambyſes Murder'd ! 
Prex, ——— Oh, inhumane deed, 
For which all Perſi, with our King, does bleed ! [. Peep? 


. 
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See here the Fatal Dagger, and ſee there 
Aaridang's hand, Camtyſes's Murderer. 
Oh, horrour ! Envious Heav'n ! 
Dar, — Mandana's hand, 
In our great Monarch's bloody Murder ſtain'd ! 
AMard. Perfidious Lyar, mult my innocence 
Pe thus abus'd, and ns: thy Crime's defence ? 
Ye gods! 
Prex, VWhar does ſhe mean ! 
The diſmal horror of a deed fo foul, 
Has rais'd ſo black a Cloud over her ſoul ; 
Thar ſhe forgets the Royal blood ſhe ſpilr, 
Stifled and {tupify'd with her own guilr. 
What fury made you this black deed purſue, 
'Gainſt him that had no fault, — bur Loving you ? 
How could your hand 
Mari.d, How can your impudence 
Accuſe H1andana of your own offence ? 
Did not thy hand, thy hand, proud Traitor, give 
That wound he from no other could receive > 
None bur thy hand that curſed deed durlt do, 
To ſhake all Perſia ar one Fatal blow. 
Otan. Ha ! this ſtrange parley, anddiſpute does breed 
More wonder then the (trangeneſs of the deed, 
Prexaſpes, let the tory then be told, 
That may this cruel —_— . 
Prex. Know then, my Lords, entring this fatal place, 
I ſaw diſtraQtion painted in a Face 
*Twixt guilt and horrour; as I nearer drew, 
By this Paine light I Rraight Mardara knew. 
1 ſaw her in a crembling poſture ſtand, 
Graſping this blood y agoer in her hand, 
'Twas then, 'rwas then my eyes the Nighe abhor'd, 
The Night which did her guilty ſhades affor'd, 
To thar black deed, at which our riſing Sun 
Muſt bluſh to ſee what her bold hand has done. 
Then from hcr hand I ſtraight the Dagger ſnatchr, 
And ſoon a ſpeedy Juſtice had diſpaxbe ; 
Pur that your entrance did my Arm reſtrain ; 
And ſtay my zeal to my dead Sovereign, 


—_ 


[. Weeps again 


{ To Mandat 


[ Weep 
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Elſe I'ad perform'd the ſecond Tragi y 
ighei Xa wrong upon hs Marr ea 
Mand. 
The gods and. uſtice have 8 Pow'r 

Thus to out-face their Vengeance ? wm 

Prex. Ha! Was this murder then « baſtard guile, 
T3 Father thus on me that blood ſhe pile > 


But I forget, they who dare kill their King, 


Want not the Face to dare (ay any thing. 
Well, fance I muſt my whos 


Let this, my Lords, all jealoufies confure? 
Dar, Mandans's ! Oh, prodigious Fare | 
Otan. The ſacred Relique of th' Eagprien Srare, 
Worn by Succeſſion from their Kings of old : 
Of which their Prieſts a wond'rous riſe have told ; 
Which their Religious ds do 
God Ammon did to their firſt Monarch fend ; 
Which ſince has by his Heirs been kept, ro be 
A Badge of the Egyptian Majeſty, 
Prex, What caus'd her rage 18 plainly underſtood ; 
The deep reſentments of her Father's blood , 
Her Slavery, and her loſt Crown, and more, 
The hate (he to Cambyſes's Paſſion bore. 
Dar, Mandana 
Oh, ye that men ſhould be 
So much nuſtaken in Divinity. 
Who.could have t, that (he who is adorn'd 
With Divine Beauty, has a ſoul deform'd > 
Otan, Guards, there within, 
Oh, Madam, have you ſo ill underftood 
The tyes of Majeſty, and your high blood ? 
To ſhed his blood, and thus your own ; 
Remembring you were born unto a Throne, 


| Enter Guards. 
But now forgive me, Madam, that] muſt 
To cur deadKing, ndeo ene Lomabe jadk 


Impure my Rigour ro my Loyalty, 
That _— me to nll yon, you muſt dye. 


jur'd Slave ! dare —__ Heav'n, and know 


[ Sbews them the Dagge. 


— 


C53) 
Mand, Toſhew Os 17 > 1 OR 
I'le rob you of the Sentence of my Death, 

Guards, I'm yout Priſoner, Conduct me ſtraight, 
There where Mandans may embrace her Fate : 

Death is the only happineſs I court. 


Prex, The plot was well then, ſince ſhe likes the ſport, . [Aſide 


Mand. Oſiris, now Fate has this favour giv', 
To let me dye, to viſit thee, and Heav'n. 
Yerthough the name of Death has made me proud, 
When am dead may Heav'n remove the Cloud : 


- And may my better Stars reſtore my Fame 


To its firlt whiteneſs, that my .injur'd Name 
May grow unſullied, as my Innocence. UT 
Dar, And may kind Heav'n forgive you your offence. 
The mildneſs, Madam, of your:Death ſhall ſhow 
What pity we to ſuch perfections owe. 
Condut her ſafely there where ſhemeay be [ To the Guards, 
Debarr'd from nothing elſe but Laberty: 3 L229 | 
Untiil her Death your Office ſhall diſcharge. | 
Mand. Uantill her Death ſhall her freed foul enlarge, 
I come, Oſ;ris,- and may ſome kind Star, 
That ſmiles on Lovers, guide me totby ſphear, 
There our divided ſouls Fall meet, and be 
A part of the Celeſtial Harmony, [ Exit, lead oat by Guards, 
Dar, The Fares are ſtill malignant to the great : 
They riſe in glory, but in blood they ſet, Exeunt Artaban ard Guards, 
0:1, The aſhes of a King's nocommon duſt : ) bearing out Cambylcs, 
Nor is it fit their memories ſhould ruſt. 
It isnot jult Cambyſes's wrongs ſhould be 
Idly recorded to Poſterity. X 
Since the World needs his injuries mult hear ; 
They ſhall be utter'd in the voice of War. 
His Empire's freedom, and th' Impoſtor's fall, 
Summons our courage, and to Arms does call, 
Bue ſince his Brother by your hayddidbleed ; [ To Prex; 
Before we further in this cauſe proceed, 
"Tis juſt we firſt from you more fully know-- | | 
When *rwas, and where you gave that Fatal blow. 12 Lh%þ 2290 of 
Surpriz'd! 11040, 1:2 4+: 1: Prexalpes fart, 
Þ 3.7 OY of 113 00 5:7, e210t 3507 


Prex. It 
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Prax. It needs my wondet muſt create, 
Never to know, and yetto A his Fate.” © 
Otav, Did you not hear ir fram our Kings own breath, 
And yer are ignorant of Smerdrs's death? 
; Prex, By kf that's true, no more tome is known, 
*. | Then that he lives, and wears the Perſian Crown, 
Dar. Can we believe Cambyſes would diſclaim 
His only Heir, that (hould preſerve his Name ? 
Beſides, ir againſt Natures Laws would be | 
T accuſe himſelf of afalſe Cruelty. 
Prex. The Laws of Nature, and thexyes of blood, 
Are things Cambyſes never underſtood. 
No, 'twas his Brother that he would deſtroy ; 
He envied him that Crown he did enjoy. ' 
He then would have youthat rey ue, 
|| Which now Death will not give him leaveto do. 
ff Smerdis Qill lives — bur you a War mult bring, 
And our of Loyalty depoſe your King. _— 
Take heed 
Otan. We know too well, C &'s breaſt 
Was ſway'd by paſſion, and falſe Intereſt, 
But could he before you and us declare, 
.. | You were his Brother Smerd:s's Murderer? 
* Þ If it werefalſe, he could nor but ſuſpeR, 
| Toclcaryour ſelf, you would his guilt dereR. 
, Prex. Then, to convince you, I with fhame confeſs 
My Loyalty was great, and Virtue leſs, 
Toquench his thirſt Iblood too oft haveſpilr, 
The Confident and Actor of his guile, 
And he might think who blood for him had ſhed, 
Would not refuſe, barely to ſay, I did, 
Thus he t aſſure you of his Brothers death, 
Took this advantage to confirm your fairh. 
He knew —————— 
Rather than any ſtain his fame ſhould toueh, 
I would ſay any thing, who had doneſo much. 
Otan, VVEe Are CONVING'S nn 
| Dar. Long may thy Brother live, andfive to be 
* | Heir to thy Conqueſts, but not Cruelty, 


I:3 


| 
= 
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Prex. Prexaſps, well, by Treaſons thou didfi grow, 


They made thee great, and (hall preſerve thee ſo. [ Afide,] [ Excunt, 
Scena ſecunda. Scene, the Palace, © ; 
Enter Smerdis, and Pataſithes.. 


Smerd. Cambyſes dead ! | 
'The Heav'ns themſelves rwo Suns at once can't bear : | 
Nor Earth below, two Monarchs in one Sphear. | 
Perſia's too narrow both for him and me, Y 


His glorie's ſhrunk, to give mine Liberty. ; D/ 
Pat. No doubt,'tis to Prexaſpes that you owe T 


Your Empire's ſafery in this happy blow, | \ ew {0 
Smerd, To him the deed, but to my ſelf the cauſe ; 

_—— _— woaygel _ 

With ſuch hi ve oblig'd his truſt, 

As can do hor make a Stareſman juſt. 

You know I've promis'd him the Median Crown : 

I give him Honours to ſecure my own. 
'e Monarchs to our ſelves our Fortunes owe : 

Our Agents Ac but what we bribe 'em to. 

Poor Mortals thus may the Gods honour railc, 

By building Temples to exalr their praile. 

But 'tis the gods themſelves that do afford 

Thoſe Morrals breath, by which they are ador'd. 


w #1 


Enter to them, Prexaſpes, 


My belt of Friends, | [ Embraces Prex, 
Prex, + Next to @ambyſes, He 

Leaves you his Empire for a Legacy. 

Krowing how weighty Crowns 4s Scepters are, 

I've been ſo kind to eaſe him of that care. 

Bur, Sir, he did before his death convince 

His Nobles, that you were not the true Prince. 

But by ſuch Art did their Storm afſwage, Ws 

Thar for the preſent I have calm'd their Rage. * es 

And in your cauſe ſuch Arguments did bring, . ... : ' 

Thar they believe you Brother to our King, —_ 


PAPLUOSD 
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But, Sir, you know that Stateſmens jealoulic 
Does onely ſleep, then when it ſeems to dye. 
Atcach diltaſt, and ev'ry {mall miſtake, 
Their Jealouſie when 'ris diſturb'd, will wake; 
And then their fury will break forth to deeds : 
You are not ſafe then whilſt they wear their Heads. 
Smerd. "Tis not confiltent with my —_— good, 
Toſtain my name with the chief Perſian . 
Pat, He by milddeeds muſt repreſent the King, 
Sabre as Serpents, but without their ſting, 
Smerd, That A& would ſeem too cruel ; the ſame Arts 
Thar won 'em, muſt preſerve my SubjeRs hearrs. 
Prex. Toſave your Honour then thar deed Ile do. 
Smerd, Name it, my ſafety (hall depend on you. 
Prex. Theramnes's late concealment gives you jult 
_ of his Loyalty,and truſt. 


If chen your pleaſure would confer that grace 
To ontbmoms Gen'ral in his place : 


I will invite'em to my Tent; and 

For th' entertainment all their Heads pay-. 

Then to ſuppreſs all furure Murinies 

Thar may | this Tyrannick ARariſe, : 

Their Deaths Vie publiſh, and che cauſe proclaim, 

Forging ſuch hainous Treaſons in their Name, 

Perſia thall do no lefs than think ir juſt 3 

And tomy Juſtice, as their Guardian, truſt, = 
Smerd, Bur grant the Perfiazs ſhould not think it ſo; 

But th' AR condemn. 
Prex, —— Do you condemn it too. 


And if 7 SubjeRts murmur, or Rebell, 
m 


'Cauſe hand the Perf#an Princes fell ; 

Then i y,toſatisfic their rage 

And (hew you did not in my guilr engages 

m_ me from my Office, and inflict 

All puniſhments that may ſeem fuſt and ſtriQ. 

And Fle ſubmit to th' Sentence, thus you'll ſeem 

As far from the conſent, as from the Crime, ; 
Smerd, Well,your Commilſion ſhall be forthwith ſign'd, 

My Army's conduRto your charge reſign'd, 
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Prex. May Heav'n ſucceſs to Perfia's Crown afford 


VV hillt you the Scepter bear ————— oo OTTER D 
Smerd, — And you the Sword. b [ Exturt, a 
Scena tertia, Scene changes to the Garden. . 
Enter Phedima, ard Orinde, þ 5 - - 
Phed. Sicer, you now can by Experience prove Ti 
Whar lately you dety'd, the Pow'r of Love. . Ad 
'Tis (range the dead 7beramnes (hould obrain A 
That Conguelt, whom alive you did diſdain. Ti 
What raſh Infection does your ſoul invade, & N 
That you, who {corn'd him living, court his (hade ! Ti 
A Love like yours was never heard before : 
T' embrace his Memory, and Name adore. A 
Orind, Siſter, ſince I have all aflaulrs withſtood, By 
He by no common force my heart ſubdu'd. Ar 
Such glorious pains my Captive ſoul endures : 
My Love's beyond ſuch abje& thoughts as yours, 
Your humble paſſions court each fond defice, 
And your Breaſts tamcly of themſelves take fire. 
You make your hearts too mean a Sacrifice, 
Taking infeion from your Lovers eyes, 
He did more Nobly tomy heart aſpire : 
He gave me fuel e're he gave me hire, Hi 
His Wounds, his Death, bis Glory, and his Fame, H 


They mov'd my pity, and that rais'd my Flame, 

Nay, of his Love he Nobler proofs has give'n : 
When his late wounds had made him ripe for Heav'n, 
His dying breath, before his ſoul retir'd, 

Bequeath'd his Love to me, and then expir'd. 

His dying breath his paſion did proclaim : 

Thus, Phcenix-like, expiring in a Flame. 

Then 'ris bur juſt that I thould fairhfull be, 

Thus to preterve ſo brave a Legacy. 

Phed, Bur your aleCtion is from hopes debarr'd : 
When you can Love, and not expe reward. A 
Love's kindnefles are lent, not givin; for when Ll 
There is no hopes to be repaid agen, 


(63) 
It ſhould expire. Dead Lovers bankrupt prove, 
Death __ exempt 'em fromall debts of Love. 
Orind. No, Love is ſeared in their ſouls, and they 
With them their paſſions to the Skyes convey. 
For when kind Heav'n does entertain their fouls, 
And tothe ſacred lilt of Stars enrowls, 
In Heav'a they pay thoſe debes on Earth they owe : 
They ſhine and {mule on us that ſtay below. 
They ſtill their Loves and favours do diſpenſe, 
ARing their kindneſs in their Influence, 
And when in Heav'n we both together meet ; 
There we our tyes for ever ſhall unite. 
No vbjects then my paſſion remove, 
Till it grows up to an Immortal Love. 
Phed. Siſter, till now I choughe there could not be 
A Love like mine, bur you out-rival me, 
But ſtay, my Father's here ; let us retire, 
And there hear out that paſſion I admire, 


Scena quarta, Scene continues : 


Enter Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, Attended. 


Otan, "Tis ſtrange ! our entrance tothe King deny'd ! 
Dar, Now my Prophetick fears our Jonhendecide ! 
He durſt nor give us entrance, fiance he knows 
He to his being unſeen his ſafery owes, 
Otan. Then muſt we to his pow'r obedience yield,, 
As men to unknown gods do Temples build ? 
Ler dull and credulous ignorance advance 
Faith and Religion, not Allegiance. 
Muſt we be onely govern'd by a Name > 


Enter to them, Prexaſpes with Guards, the Guards: 
ftard off at a diſtance, unſeen by Otanes and Darius, 


Prex, Prevcaſpes mult Prexaſpes's Crimes proclaim». - 
And now, my Lords, I do confeſs my guile, 
The blood of Smerais by my hand was ſpilt. 
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And'tis th' Impoſtor that Ulſurps the Throne: 
Otan, And dare Prexaſpes his bold Treaſons own ? 
Prex. Yes,Sir,he dares;and thank Heav'n roogthat thus 
Has by my Treaſons'made me glorious. 
Though my late fear did make my dury fail, 
And trom your knowledge Smerats's Death conceal : 
Now I'm above the fear of puniſhment : 
I dare my guile confeſs, and crimes repent. 
Smerdis by me was murder'd, 
Der, And by you 
Smerdis th' Impoltor is protected roo. 
Prex. My Lord, heis: and | ſo highamgrown, 
To be advanc'd and rais'd next to bis Throne, 
View here what large extent my pow'r affords : [ Shews bis Commiſſun, 
Their Arms are mine, and all the Perſsan Swords. 
Be not ſurpriz'dat this, I ne're before ) Pornts to bis Guards, & 
Till now, my Lords, the Sword of Juſtice bore, which the Lords ſtart, 
Thus I proclaim that Juſtice I deſign, 
* [is your command (hall rule their Swords,and mine, 
Otan, Your gen'rous proffer does ſurprize us more, 
Than the ſtrange news of your large pow'r before, 
P-ex. But you ſhall wonder more at what I'le do, 
When I am lead by Loyalty, and you. 
Day, But by what Arts have you th' Impoſtor won ? 
Prex.By the ſame Arts Ile pluck him from his Throne. 
Since my guilt did from Smerdts's blood ariſe, 
I'le make his Rival's blood his Sacrifice, 
The Nobleſt Valour from Allegiance ſprings : 
Who was the fall, will be the riſe of _—_ | 
Otan. Juſtice and Glory in this AR will joyn : 
And as your Seconds in this brave deſign, 
Our Lives and Fortunes ſhall afliſtant be, 
To th' height of Courage,znd of Loyalty. 
Dar. In order that we may this deed fulfill, 
We firſt will execute th* Impoſtor's Will, 
Cantbyſes's ſoleran Exequies : whilſt all 
Our * ant waits upon his Funeral ; 
And all the Perſian fubjeR's wand'ring eyes 
Are idly fixt on our Solemnities ; | 
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Then to the height we our deſignwill bring z 
Proclaiming __ the Perſian Heir, and Kind! 
And Smerazs the Ulfurper ; then ſurprize 
The Royal Palace, the Impoſtor ſeize z 
The City Gates, the Tow'r, the Forts ſecure : 
All chat may ſtrengthen or enlarge our pow'r. 
And in one moment all their Force ſuppreſs 
That ſhall oppoſe our glorys and ſucceſs : 
And by this brave deſign wein one da 
Shall Conquer, and redeem all Perfpa. 
Dar, 'Tis bravely ſpoken, now you're worthy grown, 
Tobe proclaim'd Proteour of a Crown. 
Prex. Put one thing, Sirs, muſt not eſcape your cars : 
You are the onely men that Smerdzs fears, 
ButI, to carry on our juſt dclign, 
And that we might without ſulpirion joyn, 
Aflur'd him thar | come I did convince, 
That you believ'd him the true Perſian Prince ; 
| told him you were Loyal, and you wou'd 
In his defence venture your States, and blood. 
Pretending then *ewill with his glory ſtand, 
' unite both Armies under one command 
tis bis pleaſure mn aw (hould reſi 
Both your Commilhons, and ſubſcribe ro mine. 
Otan, Still we expected this 3 'tis his pretence 
To force us to a blind obedience, 
Prex, I therefore in compliance think it fir 
You to the Tyrant's pleaſure ſhould ſubmit, 
Leſt he ſuſpe& your Loyalty, and mine : 
And by that means we fruſtrate our deſign. 
Not that I'de have you think that 'tis my aim 
Torob your glorics to enlarge my fame, 
No, all rea, aſpire to, 1s, to be 
The Author of an Empire's Liberty. 
Otan, We yield, and hope, nba our command 


Prex, And with your Arms[I will your Trophies raiſe: 
The Conquelt (hall be mine, che Triumph yours. 
As men build Temples not for their own praiſe, 
But dedicate them to ſome — pow'rs. 


- 


[To Oran, 


Wedo bur place ir in a Nobler hand. [ Both grue him their Commiſſioas, 


ſ 
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Dar. Go inſtantly to our chief Officers, [ To bis own Train. 
Tellrhem char 'tis the Perſian tgp cy, 
Conſulcing both his intereſt and thetrs, 
Both Armies ſhould under one conduct joyn. 
And bid them,in our Prince's name, and ours, 
Proclaim Prexaſpes Gen'ral of our pow rs Exeunt all the Train 
Prex. Now to aflure you that this high command of Oranes aud Darius, 
Is nor plac'd idly in Prexaſpes's hand, 
ile give you this firſt trial of my pow'r. | 
Guards, ſcize thoſe Traitors [ Guards ſetze Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, 
— 'Tis your Fatal hour 
Your Stars will have it ſo, 
Otan., Dar, and Artah, Hold your rude hands. [ To the Guards, 
Prex, You do forget reſigning your Commands ; 
You mult obey. 
Dor, ———— Inhumane Treachery! 
Otar, Falſe Traitor to the Perſian blood, and me, 
All. Unhand us, Villains. 
Prex, ——— — Sirs, it is too late : 
You have no time to dally with your Fate. 
Your Heads mult off, and I muſt ſee it done ; 
My Lords, you all (hall ſet before our Sun. 


On my command let your obedience wait : _ [ Tothe Guard, 
Condud them to th' appointed Scene of Fate. 
Fle add chis honour to your deſtiny, [ To then, 


Prexaſpes will in Perſon ſee you dye. 

Otan, Are we your paſtime ? 

Der. Bold Traitor, how can you fo falvage be, 
To At, and then to ſmile at Cruelty ? 

Frex. No more, be ſerious, I've no time for ſport : 
Conſider that your dates of Life are ſhort, 

Otan, Perfidious Murderer,and may juſt Heav'n 


Prex,Be gone, perform that charge which I have giv'n. 
[ Exeunt Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, forced ont by the Guards. 
Since both Commiſſions now are in my hand, 
And I do all the Perfiavx Arms command ; 
Thoſe Swords which are committed to my truſt, 
Prexaſprs will rake care they ſhall not ruſt. [ Ext. 
Fims Atlus quarti, © 
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Ir 


VY 
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Atus quintus. Scena prima. 


——_——_ 


—_— WW. 


The Scene drawn, Otanes, Darius, and Artaban appear bound and 
Chain'd in a dark Priſon, 


Otan. Pe ! Oh, tame caſte Faiths, that we 
Could truſt that ſalvage Scythian's Loyalty ; 
A Monſter worſe than Africk ever bred : 
Whole Breaſt, like Deſerts, is inhabited 
By nought but Poyſons. 
Dar. Your miſtake does ſeem 
Rather a gallant Virtue, than a Crime. 
For in great Minds this gen'rous inſtin& Rules : 
They by their own Copy all others ſouls ; 
AQiing like thoſe diſeaſes, where the cyc 
In its own colours does all objeQs dye. 


Enter Prexaſpes, 


Prex, My Lords, the King is gracious, and hath ſent 
To try how you can brook Impriſonment. 

Otan, Impriſonment wethink our greateſt bliſs : 
There we can ſee neither thy Crimes, nor His. 

Prex. Am I by thoſe that wear my Chains contemn'd > 
I thank ye, Sirs, ye have your ſelves condemn'd. 
Guards, there within. 

Dar. ———— Yes, Traytor, thou ſhale ſee 
Thar we deſpiſe our Deaths as much as thee. 


Enter Guards, and Executioner. 


Otan. Muſt we not know the cauſe for which we fall > 
Prex, Thecauſe! haha — Yes, Sir, you hall. 
It is Prex aſpes's pleaſure you ſhould dye. 
Dar. Is this the Juſtice of your Cruelty ? 
Prex. Juſtice! Juſtice is butthe breath of pow'r, 
When ev'ry riſing King, and Conquerour 
| K 2 


QI 


(68) 

Does make that Juſtice, which his Pow'r makes Laws : 
My Pow'r proclaims the Juſtice of my Cauſe, 
And in your deaths my pleaſure I fulfill ; 
*Tis juſt you dye to ſatisfie my will. 

Ota, Is then your thirſt of blood the onely cauſe ? 

Prex. Theſe idle interruptions make a pauſe 
Onely to give you breath : for dye you mult : 
Andit is juſt you dye becaule 'ris jult, 

Artab, And is this all ? 

Prex. ———— I can ſome reaſonsſhow. 
You're Traytors to your King and Countrey too, 
You, Sir, have twice attempted to ſer fire 
On Suſa, You, Darius, did conſpire . 
To ſeize the Palace and the Treaſury. 
You, Otares, have ſworn Confed'racy 
With Perſia's Enemy the Scythian —_ 
All theſe, and other Treaſons I could bring 
But you ſhall dye; then rothe World they a!l 
Shall publiſht be to juſtifie your fall. 

Otan, Blaſphemous Lyar ! 

Artab, Is n6t our Murders which you have decreed 
Sufficient, but our honours too muſt bleed ? 

Prex, Your Lives and Honours muſt no longer ſhine : 
But be extinguiſht to make way for mine, 
Smerdis muſt be depos'd by me alone, 
And then Prexaſpes ſteps into his Throne. 4 
That my ambition may arrive to this, 
Firſt, 1'le take off your Heads: then ſtrike at His. 

Otan, Though Smerdis be he whom I moſt do hate ; 
Could I bur beg one dayes reprieve of Fate, 
I'de be the firſt thould thy teſt $ betray. 

Prex. Ay, Sir, ſo inthe he! World you may. 
Theſe will be pretty ſtories for the dead : 
And for that end you firſt ſhall loſe your Head. 


Strike him, [ The Execntioner bows down bis Scymitar in ſign of denial, 
What, diſobey'd ? Or is it blood you fear ? { To the Executioner. 
Since my deſign wants an Interpreter, 


And your tame ſoul can't conſtrue my intent, 
SJave, thou (halr dye, to trye th' experiment. 


To 
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To you, my Lords, this Hononr I'le afford, 
1 fall by me, and this Almighty Sword, [ Drans bis Scymitar; 
Srand fair, Stay, one thing { forgot; I'm told | 
You leagues of Friendihip with 7 her ammes hold. 

| [ Darius bearing Theramncs's Name, fighs, 
A ſigh I know to ſuch a Friend is due : 
But be not troubled, he (hall follow you. 
Friends muſt not part. I'de thoughts r' have had him here, 
And for your ſakes and mine, I with he were, 


That he might ſee this Arm. i Advances to ftrike ! 
7 ber, Thou haſt thy wiſh. | bead al ih the —_ 
He ſees that Armand fo (halt thou feel his, wndiſgeiſes bimſelf, and appears 
Trex, Traytorszuuhand me; ſlaves, whar,do you | robe Theramnes ; at which the 
Who'tis you ſhould obey ? ( know ? Guards ſeize Prexaſpes, & dif- 
Ther, ———— Yes, Sir, they do, | arm bim, and wnbind Otanes 
And ſo (hall you know too. Darius, and Artaban, and re- 
Your Guards are mine, , | ſtore their Swords, and bind 
And your life, Traytor. | | [Prexaſpes, 7 


Prex, Curſe on your deſign, 
And curſt be all the Stars that rul'd this day; 
That could, or durlt Prexaſpes's life betray, 
Am I at once of all my hopes depriv'd? 
Ther, Your greatneſs grew too faſt to be long-liv'd. 
Dar. Theramnes living | and preſerv'd tobe 
The Author of our Lives and Liberty ! 
What ſudden change does all my thoughts ſurprize ? 
Or dare 1 truſt the witnefs of my eyes ? 
How ſtiff I am, andundiſpos'd ro move, 
Theſe pleaſant charms unwilling to diſprove. 
Like him who Heav'n in a ſoft dream enjoys : 
Toſtir and wake his Paradiſe deſtroys, 
Otan.As Ship-wrackt men who on ſome ſhoar are caſt, 
Look back upon the dangers they have paſt, 
Their horror ſo much of the wrack retains, | 
They ſcarcely know their ſafety, nor the means. 
This miracle of Honour done by you, 
Kind Sir, obliges, and confounds us too, 
The explication we from you muſt know, 
Ther. To Love and Friendſhip you your (aferies owe. 


he 4 


Theramnes * 
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(79) 
'Theramnes could not ſce him fall —— nor I 
Could live to ſee Orinds's Father dyc. 
Hearing that you in Priſon _ _ , 
By my Ulſurper, by Prexaſpes's : 
His buck inten _ my ſoul, _— 
M ing ſpirits, and my courage arm'd, 
I was refoly'd in ſpighr of Forms hate, 
Either to follow, or prevent your Fate, 
Bur being from all other means debarr'd, 
My onely means was left to win the Guard. 
W hich ou old General — 1 _ | 
They had not quite forgot whom to obey. 
luck by their helpI am fo wh 
To ſave your Lives, on which depends my own. 
Dar, The greateſt wrack my wond'ring ſoul endures, 
Is how you have preſerv'd your Life, not ours. 
Ther. Know then,when you did of my Life deſpair, 
And left me to brave Me 's care; 
Thar fam'd Phyſitian, whoſe great skill can prop 
Mens ſinking Frames, and Humane ruinesſtop ; 
His Art the pow'r of Deſtiny controuls, 
Gives Laws to Nature, and Reprieves to ſouls. 
When he had by his ſubtle knowledge found, 
My parting Life ſtill ſtruggled in my wound : 
Then what ſtrange $kill, what unknown Arts he us'd, 
Whar pow'rful balms he to my wounds infus'd ; 
( Grear Miracles are ſtill great Myſteries ) | 
That were too hard to tell ; let it ſuffice, 
He forc'd my flying ſoul to a retreat : 
And re-inforc'd my ſenſes in their ſear, 
Bur ghen hearing your dangers, I prevail'd, 
T' have my death publiſhr, and my Cureconccal'd. 
Till in your Service I a proof could give, 
I had done ſomething to deſerve to live, 
Dar, You dotoo much my burden'd ſoul o'recharge, 
For to bear this I muſt my ſoul enlarge. 
My joys are hut too weighty for my heart, 
Ariah. To make 'em lighter ler us bear a part. 
Dor, No, Sir, this is ſogreat a happineſs, 
Dividing of it cannor make it leſs, 


Braye 


[ Pornts to Darius, || Bra 
( 


8, | Brave Friend. 
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Otan. But now I have a cauſe affords 
A Nobler Subje& for all Loyal Swords. 
Ther. Name it ; for what cannot Theramnes do, 
When he's imploy'd for Loyalty, and You ? 
Otan, *Tis, the depoling Smerdis, 
Ther, — —_ How, betray 
Him who the Scepter, and my Sword does {way ! 
Otan, WW hav, an Impoſtor 2? 
Ther, —— ——— Hold, this muſt not be, 
Can you forget what's Cuero Majeſty, 
Were'r not trom you —— Do not abuſe your Friend : 
He is my King, and him I muſt defend. 
Dar, He whom you ferve that borrow'd Title wears, 
Shame ro a Throne and to the Name he bears, 
Alas, that Traytorthe true Smerdis (lew. [ Pornts to Prex, 
Prex. Ay, and intended the ſame Fare for you. 
Ther. And, whar is an Impoſtor then maincain'd 
To wear a Crown, and by my guilty hand ? 
A baſe low Traytor too : and could my Sword 
A SanRuary to his Crimes afford ? 
Bur, Sir, can you forgive me this offence > 
Oten,Your Sword can your Sword's errours recompenſe. 
Ther, Once more the Executioner's my part : 
My Sword (hall now do Jultice on his heart. 
To right myvcnga l in your cauſe will joyn. 
Otan, We cannot fail in ſuch a brave deſign. 
Day. Burt for this Action we mult be arty 
To ſtrike like Thunder, ere the blow be heard. 
O:an, Bur ere I go, I mult his ſentence give - 


Traytor, thy puniſhment ſhall be to live. | To Prex, 
Thou in this Priſon, and theſe Chains ſhale lye ; 
I love you not ſo well, tolet you dye. { Exeunt all but Prexaſpes, 


Prex, Curſcs purſue Theramnes, All is gone, 
I'm faln into a Priſon from a Throne. 
And, what's the worſt of miſcries, I ſtill 
Keep the deſire, though not the pow'r to kill, 
I ſhould gor with my ruine to recall, 
Had I but ſunk au Empire in my fall + 


[ Embraces Theramnes, 


bed 
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And made all Perſia in my ruine fhare: 
That when Poſterity my deeds ſhould hear, 
It ſhould ſuch horror from my name contract, 
Trembling to hear what I made {port ro Act. 
But now muſt calmly dye, Had 1 bur firſt | 
Like Earthquakes through the trembling World diſperſt, 
Shook Natures frames, and all Mankind o'rethrown, 
I then could dye —— not to ſurvive alone. 
But now muſt ramely periſh, Well, I fee 
The gods themſelves act by Stare-policy. 
They therefore ſpightfully my Fate decreed : 
*Cauſe if my riſing glories did proceed, 
They knew my pow'r to that valt height would ſway, 
Prexaſpes ld have grown more fear'd, than they, [ The Scene ſhuts.upon bim, 


Scena Secunda. Scene, the Palace, 
Enter Smerdis, leading Phedima, 


Smerd, My Faith's confounded by my happineſs : 
"Tis the height makes the object ſeem the leſs, 
Have you this bleſſing really defign'd > —— 
Not, Madam, that I doubr vou can be kind : 
Pur he ——— 
Whole happy doom an Oracle has giv'n, ' 
+ May doubt th intent, though notthe pow'r of Heav'n. 
bed, You urge too _ what I've too plain expreſt : 
And force my bluſhes ro make out the reſt. 
Smerd. Patdon my doubr, "Twas my exceſs of joy 
That did my fence of happineſs deſtroy. 
This day, fair Excellence, prepare to be 
Poſleſſor made, both of my Throne, and Me. 
yo _ do to Love inferiour prove 
$ 
bed, But, Sir, to Heav'n I ſolemnly have vow'd, 
Thar till the gods havetheir conſents allow'd, 
I nc're would yield my Love. Whom they deſign, 
Muſt take his Title from their Voice, not mine, 
Permit me then to execute my Vow, 
Fitit, pay my debts ro Heay'n, and then to You, 


Smerd. To 


ory waits on Crowns, ſo Crowns on Love, [ Proffers to lad ber out. 
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Smerd.Toth'[Temple then we inſtantly will haſte, 
And there I'le hear my happy ſenrence palt. 
To their conſents I will the gods conjure z 
What common charms can't do, yours will procure. 
And Heav'n that does all lefler ViRims prize, 
Can't bur accept a Lovers Sacrifice, [ Exeunt3 


Ly 


Scena Ultima. 


" The Scene open'd, appears a Temple of the Sun, wncover'd according to the 
Antient Cuſtome, with an Altar tn the middle, bearing two large 
burning T apers ; and oneach ſide a Prieft ſtanding. 


Enter to them, Smerdis, leading Phedima. 


r. Prieft. Hail,King of Kings,third of that Royal Name, 

Heir to great Cyres's Empire, and his Fame. 

2.Prieft. Hail,M; hry Monarch,whoſe high Race b 
From the World's Conqu'rour, and our god the Sun. 

Smerd.Summon any nn demand from Heay'n, 

In one Petirion more e're was giv n: 
I ask not Crowns, thoſe I eſteem leis dear : 
Crowns I can give, for I beſtow one here. [ Bowing to Phedima., 

I. my Str, ſince your greatneſs, and her Beanty is 
So near alli'd to their Divinities, 
You by ſuch eyes do the gods Friendſhip bind, 
Heav'n were unnatural, were it unkind. | 

Smerd. I then would know whether the gods approve 
Thar I (hould be made happy in that Love 
Which they:themſelves inſpir'd. If by their Voice 
They will conſent to this our Royal Choice ; 
Ile (tore their Altars, and I'le make 'em ſhine 
With the moſt glorious of all flames, but mine. 
All chis, and greater things than this I'le do, 
With ſuch Magnificence, that Heav'n ſhall know 
Who 'tis it has oblig'd. 

I. Prieft, + — The Pow'rs of Heav'n 
Need not theſe bribes : Their favour's freely giv'n, 
Do bur with patience, Mighty Sir, attend, | 
Latill our Rires, and Pow _ Charms weendg - 

And 
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And you ſhallknow, how kind their, pleaſures are, 
When you, great King, are their Petitioner. 


You ſubtle Spirits that do flye Wt 
Around the Regions of the Sky, S 
And as a ſpy, or as a Gueſt, No 
Can pierce tnto the cloſeſt breaſp, 

And make diſcoveries of all 

Events that 12 your Ciremnts falls, WI 
Swift as your own wing d Lightning ſeud I 
Your nimbleſt Heranld to attend Al 
This Royal Pair : That they may know To 
what Fate Heann does their Loves allow. 

You who in borrow'd ſhapes appear, 

And cheat the eye, but not the ear, ; 

within this Atery Circle here, [ Waves bis wand round, 

1 do conjure you to appear, 


Obey our Charms, as we obey your pow'rs, 
And tell that Monarch's Fate, whoſe Fate tells ours. 


A Glorious Spirit deſcends behind the Altar, and ſpeaks. 


Spir. To ſhew how Heav'n does your deſires approve, 
Th' :mmortal gods in kindneſs to Love, 
Have for your wounded beart this Fate in fore, 
After this happy day to bleed no mere, 
For Perſia's glory their bigh pow rs deſagn 
Your Love ſhall like theſeſacred Vanes thine, Points to the Tapers 
And to compleat what Heat n trtended bas, on the Altar. 
Your Love and hopes ſhall end in an embrace. 
eAnd to your Beauty the juſt gods ordein [ To Phed. 
Tou onely for the Perſian Monarch's Queen, 
Tour Merits-have from HeaVn this favour found, 
Your Love and Tow ſhall both this day be Crown d.. 
But what my Meſſ age bas not full 


Tour Fortunes and ſucceſs ſhall ſpeak the reſt [ Aſcends again, 


W 


Smerd. Let Heav'n and Fortune keep the reſt in ſtore; 


Till my ſoul's large enough to wiſh for more, be 


Now, 
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Now; Madam, I with boldneſs dare declare 
When Heav'n is kind, that I preſume you are. 
Phed, If 'tis my Fare, that cannot be KH 
Which Heav'a has granted, and the gods have ſeal'd. 
Smerd, That our advancing joys may ne're retreat, 
Now let our Nuprtial tyes our Loves compleat, | | 
As Smerdis advances, leading Phedima towards the Altar, a ſoft Mufct 
is heard, ſuppos'd, tn the Air. 
What pleaſant Muſick's this that charms my cars ? | 
x. Prieft. Some Aiery Conſort from the lower Sphears: 
A ſacred Tribute which the gods do pay, 
To add glory to your Nupraal day. 


Here two glorious Spirits deſcend in Clouds, by whom this Song 15 ſung, 


I, Spir, Ings from the Gods, and from our Elements 
Derive thetr greatnes, and deſcens, 
Since they are ſparks of HeaVn 
"Ts juſt they have from us this Title gi0/n, 
To ſbare our Pow'r and God-beads too, 
As being HeaV'ns Deputies of State below, 
2. Spir. No, no, 'tts otherwiſe decreed, 
Heau ns Councels do more cautiouſly proceed. 
Monarchs, as Rtvals to the gods, ſhould find 
Heal n muſt not by State-laws be kind, 
The goas for thetr own greatueſs ſake, 
None but themſelves immortal make, 
The glories and the pog'y of Kings, 


Are fading things ; 
Like th' objefts of ſoft dreams 4jr, 
Courted, Enjoy'd, and in th' embrace expir d, 
And vaniſht whilſt they are admir'd. 
Then Smerdis, Smerdis, Smerdis, 'tis high time to wake, 


The Song exded, the Muſick turns into an Alarm, «t phich 4 bloody Cloud 
tnterpoſes between the Audience and the Spirits ; and being 1mmed:- 
ately remo/d, the Ghoſts of Cambyſes, azd the true Smerdis 
appear in the ſeats of the former Spirits, 
Smerd. Ha | Smerdis, and Cambyſes | whom the one 
I of his Title rob'd, ro'ther wo Rb: 
= # 


K 


eds lil. did 


— 
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But ſure the gods miſtake 'emſelves, to think 

Thar Smerdts's courage can at ſhadows ſhrink. 

Are theſe the Tragick Maſquers of the Sky, 

Whoſe Aiery nothing onely cheats the eye ? 

Let wandring fires and meteors make them ſtray 

Who do not know their Guider, nor their way : 

But ſuch weak trifles cannot Smerd!s fright : 

Your gods too late my envy'd greatneſs ſpighr. 

I have our-done the utmoſt they dare do: 

Mock on - Smerdis defies your gods, and you, 

I am above your threars z ſuch empty things 

Borrow the form, bur | the pow'r of Kings. : 

N o,keep your thin and feigned (hapes z but know 

It was thy Treaſon that transform'd you fo, M 

And for this Maſque the gods may chank me for' ; T 

* was I gave 'em the Subjet for cheir ſport, Tt 
Here the Alarm renews, and ſome flaſhes of fire flye croſs the Stage, a1. 


the bloody Cloud wnterpoſes again, and ftays z, the two T apers on ihe De 
Altar flaſb,and expire z, and [ Treaſan) 's beard from 
within, and a noiſe of Swords, Ar 
What doI hear ? * 
Enter Patafithes, amaz'd. n 


Pat. Treaſon, Weare betray'd. 
Smerd, And Heav'n it ſelf too has the Traitor plaid. 
Shall my Love thus like to theſe Tapers ſhine ? 
Their light's gone our, and {o1 fear will mine. 


Curſe on their Riddles. © Treaſon cryed again, 

Pat, Ha | the noiſe comes near . E 
My fears increale. 

Smerd. No, 'ts too late to fear. It 
Bur oh, that Smerdis could his Fate recall, N 
And Reign bur one day longer er'c he fall, Vv 
To be reveng'd of Heav'n before he dyes : 

Id'e turn thetr Temples to one Sacrifice, | I 
Thus by our gods betray'd ! I, 


Can there be Treaſon harbour'd in that Name ! | 0 
They're all Impoltors, greater than I am, I wh 


ck 


Enter Theramnes, Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, with 
their Swords drawn : Theramnes making a poſs at Smerdis, they 
each miſſing thetr paſs , cloſe; whilſt they ſtruggle, Pata» 
lithes engages #4th Otanes; aud whilſt Darius aud 
Artaban offer to thraſt thyougb| Smerdis, tn 
Theramanes's Arms, Theramnes 


ſpeaks. 


Ther, Thruſt chrough us both, rather than miſs his heare. 
[ Darius ſtabs Smerdis, azd Oranes 4:1!s Patalithes: 
Dar, Fortune to guide my Sword rook Friendihips part, 
Smerd, Was this 16" Embrace in which the gods intend 
My Love and Life (hould with my Empire ead ? 
T has reacht my heart, This Fate Heay'n had in ſtore, 


That thus my Wounded Heart |bould bleed no more, [ Dyes, 
Otan, Now, Daughter, you have for your Countries good, 
Done what becomes your Duty, and your blood. [ To Phed, 


Fhed, - hart I have done, was in a Crown's defence, 
And *twas an Actof my Obedience, 
Dar, ButlI this deed an Atof Love mult call, 


When you're an Actor in my Rival's fall, # To Phed.. 
There's wanting yer ro th” Triumphs of this day; {To Oran» 
Thar you accept the Crown of Per 


4 | 
Otan. My Age,and Youth, with derem paſhons move, 
I am above the charms of Pow'r, or Lave. 
My thoughts flye higher than t' inheric Thrones : 
Not to wear Diadems, bur diſpoſe of Crowns. 
But fince my Birth makes me an Empires Heir, 
Thus 1 accept the Crown, ——to place it here. { To Darius. 
Dar. Should I accept your birth's and merits due, 
I ſhould both injure Perſia, and You, 
No, my Ambition, Sir, ſhall never climb 
Where the acceptance of a Throne's a Crime. 
Otan, Since you {o nobly do refuſe a Crown, 
I will this Title of a Monarch own : + - 4 
I, as your King, this ſecond proffer make, 
On your Allegiance, wear it for my ſake. 
Dar, No, Sir, my Honour pleads in my defences. 
I (hould be guilry in Obedience, 
| Gan, Since: 


78) 
Otas, Since you at this cominiand refuſe a Throne] 


Thus I command you Take it as my Son. [ Gives him Phed, k 
=. : 
Enter Orinda, and Ladies. 
Had \ 
Dar. Inthis, my Lord, you do new charms infuſe, Whi 
Love makes me take what Honour did excule, Youſ 
In this you give more than a Crown, I dare Have 
Accept an Empire, to divide it here, [ Bows to Phed, Y1 ver 
Omnes, Long live Darius, King of Perſia. : Not 
[ Here the two Tapers on the Altar light again by two flaſbes I'm ( 
of fire, which deſcend and kindle them, By y 
2. Prieſt. This omen Heav'ndoes to your Empire (hew, Yer, 
That light expir'd with him revives with you, Whi 
Thus Tcioully the ſacred Tapers (hone, I, 
Thar . when Cyrus did aſcend the Throne. | D, 
I. Prieſt, But e're we Crown you ings juſt you knew pI 
Our Laws are ſacred next our gods, and you ; Dari 
Laws, which by Monarchs coo mult be obey'd, Not 1 
And in their ri be I now am bound to plead, Kno\ 
*Tis written, Sir, in Perfia's ſtri& Decrees, A 
If any Perſian King by Treaſon dyes, Prin 
Thar day his Heir does his high ſear ſupply, Tha! 
His Predeceffors Murderer mult dye. Hea 
You therefore in Cambyſes's cauſe are bound The 
To Act his Juſtice firſt, and then be Crown'd. Tot 
Dar, Ye gods, that do to Kings this charge entruſt, 
You make us cruel when you make us juſt. 
Bring in the Captive Princeſs. 
Phed. —— What new Scene 1 
Is this that muſt your Juſtice entertain ? = 
Dar, An objeR, that had but her ſoul conform'd 
Tothar perfeftion which her eyes adorn'd; |, To 


Her Virtues glorious as her Beauty ſhown, 
Madam, ſhe, like your ſelf, deſery'd a Throne, 
Bur fince Cambyſes's blood by her was ſpilt, 
She by her own mult expiare her guile, 

Juſtice and War in this alike partake, 


The bloodieſt ſpoyls the greateſt Triumphs make. 
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Enter the ſuppos'd Mandana, in a Mourning Habit, with a 
black Vel over ber Face, attended by Guards and Executioner, 


d, 


Had we not ow'd chat blood unto your hand, 

Which does my Sentence, and your Death demand, 

You ſhould not thus, but a more noble 

Have made a part i'th* Triumphs of this Day : 

Ithen a milder "oF would have ſhown, 

Not took your Life, but have reſtor'd your Crown, 

I'm ſorry then I'm ſo ill raughr by you, 

By your Example to be cruel roo, 

Yer, pardon me, that Sentence I mult give, 

Which I want pow'r, not pity, to reprieve: 
I, Prieſt, Her Sentence, Sir, is but roo long deferr'd. 
Dar, Then Executioner 
Phed. —————— Hold, tillI'm heard. 

Dartss, I my duty ſhould betray, 

Not to ſhew pity where ſo much you pay. 

Know then, i am your Rival, and dare own 

A (hare in this as well as in your Throne. 


Princeſs, your Birth and Fortune merits mote [ ToMand.']. 


Than ev'ry common pity can deplore, 

Heav'n to the great this cruel Fortune gives : 
The gods have made you prodigal of your Lives 
To rob Mankind. . 


Enter Mandana, lead in by Guards, and Attendants. . 


Mand. Ar your command I come , 
T attend your Sentence, and embrace my doom, 


I. Guards, I was by that Impoſtor brib'd, but loach = [| Points to the other, -. 


To violate my truſt, I brought 'em both. 
Der. Your Fare is in ſuch Myſteries involv'd, 
That Riddle, e're you dye, mult be reſoly'd. 
Mand. What Friend,or Raviſher robs me of my doom, . 
Borrowing my likeneſs to Ulſurp my Tomb; 
Toſave my Life, and Sacrifice their own ? 


Though Love may Rivals have, ſure Death has none. . . 


[ Pornts tothe other. -. 


Death | 


C8) 
Death has no charms, or onely charms to me z 
*Cauſe dying, I ſhall viſit Heav'ny and Thee, 
My dear Oſiris. ob =D | 
Oſir, No he waits you here, |[ #ndi{gurſpng kimſelf,oud flinging off the Veil, Þ In © 


Oſiris, Madam, has not left your ſphear, Ani 

Maid, Ofiris's ſoul, and cometo wait on nune ! Bec 
Heav'n to our Loves this kindneſs does deſign, ( 
Oh, my dear Saint, ſtay bur rill I am dead, Ma 
And from theſe Earthly Chains of Nature freed ; To 
And then my ſoul thall o along with thine, To 
Whilſt we in Ajery ſoft embraces twine, 
We'le like a mounting whirlwind upward move ; Lo 
We'le flye in Circles in the Arms of Love. Kn 
There the kind gods (hall to our breaſts inſpire M, 
Such ſparks of Heav'n, ſuch new and glorious fire, | 
Thar to that height we will our Loves repair, To 
Till our kind flames ſhall kindle to a Star. Bu 
Now, Executioner, 

Ofir. Hold, you miſtake, Yo 
Oſirts lives ; and had Heav'n for his ſake 

nd yours been kind, he'd liv'd & have dyed for you, By 


Mand. Offris lives! Oh, then, might | live too. 
\Ofrr. Know then, that when you ſaw me la(t, when I 
Was by Cambyſes's rage condemn'd to dye : 


It was the Tyrant's Fortune, to prefer 4 Fc 
Lord Artaban to be my Murderer. 

But he ——— Ti 
Pitying my Youth, and ſomething which he read 0! 
Did in my looks for his compaſſion plead, T 


In a compliance to the Tyrant's breath, 
Diſguis'd me in a borrow'd Mask of Death : 


And thence till now my Perſon did ſecure : 
To free me from the Tyrant's eye, and pow'r. I 
Mand. Which does the greater wonder ſeem,to ſee T 
Oſires live, or come to dye for me ? Y 
Oſfir. You need not wonder, fince you know the cauſe, 0 
_ _ a pn on _ WS, 1 
ing for you I ſhould fo ve, 
T have done a deed worthy my ſelf, and Love, . 
| S 


I 


a 


N 


She Murder'd him, and now ſhe —_— me. 
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Toſhew your Friendſhip, let wy Princeſs live? 

Dar. Oh, now you ask, whatl wane pow'r to give, 
I, Prieſt, The Perſian Laws, like ro 1 + << 

In one unalterable courſe muſt run. 

And ſhe muſt dye, nor mult you favour ſhow, 

Becauſe our gods, and Laws will have it ſo. 

Oſir. If Heav'n delights in humane Sacrifice, 

May not my Death thoſe ng ſuffice > 

Tolave her Life, on methat Grace confer, 

To fall a Sacrifice to Heav'n, and Her. | 
Mand. Hold,Sir,your zeal your raſhneſs does declare ; 

Lovers in all thi tin Death may ſhare, 

Know then, kind Rival, that 'tis only I 

Mandana in Mandand's cauſe muſt dye. 

Ther. Mandan | 

Toſee you, Madam, 1 muſt bleſs my eyes: 

But I muſt curſe 'em when I ſee ſhe dyes. 

Mand. Prince 1 ntaphernes, what ltrange Stars have (ene 

You here to ſee that Fare you can't prevent ? 

Ther. I do conjure you ſpare this Princeſs's blood, 

By all that's Friendſhip, all I and good. 
Dar. Theramnes, riſe. —— New wonders you create, 
ently, mn tyes make me her mens. - 
2. Prieſt. You need no Arguments to r caulc, 

For ſhe mult dye, to ſatisfie our Laws. , 

Ther, If then your Laws ſuch cruelty exaR, 

To ſave her Life, Vle juſtifie the FaR, 

Oh, Sir, you muſt her Life reprievez you know 

That to her Hand you do your Sceprer owe, 

Dar, | from Cambyſes's Death my Crownderive: 

Not from her guilt that did his Death contrive. 

Come then, Theramnes, plead her cauſe no more, 

I want not Friendſhip, bur I want the pow'r 

To ſave her Life, though for Theramnes's (ake 3 

Yet 'tis our Laws, not I, that life will rake. 


Our Laws which do this cruelty enjoyn, 


I cannot ſave her Life for him who gave me mine. 
Now, Executioner., — But hold —— I ſce 
No Kings of Perſia from her pow'r are free. 


I 


[T0 Darius, 


[ Runs to ber; 
[ Apae, 


[| Kweels to Dar, 


(82) 
My pity tells me that ſhe muſt not dye. ; 

and. Sir, your delays are bur your cruelty: And 
And fince my Death is by your Laws delign'd, _ 
A ſpeedy Juſtice, Sir, is onely kind. 


Oſir. Hold, Sir, I'le interpoſe '*rwixe her, and Death : j 
Ard in my Breaſt the Fatal weapon (heath. 
Mand, *TisI muſt dye. You do your Princeſs wrong: 
Live, though I dye, Bur do not live too long. P, 
For, dying, | ro Heav'n a Stranger goy Wil 
Wand'ring alone, whilſt you ſtay here below. , 
And wanting your kind preſence, I ſhall be Bur 
A Pilgrim in that vaſt Eternity. Hit 
But that my Soul may not miltake her way, P 
Ile track your ſteps, and in your (ſhadow play. WI 
When I'm reſolv'd to Air, a ſubtle gueſt rc 
T'lc hov'ring flye, and ſteal into your Brealt. Tot 
And in my Aiery Pilgrimage Ile make But 
Mandana's (oul part of that breath you take, | On 
I'le keep my Image in your breſt entire, ; To 
Inſpiring you with chaſt and jambent fire. He 
Sometimes I will with gentle whiſpers flow, For 
Sometimes I will a ſtormy murmur blow, TT 
And in this Lan my addrefles make, A 
Breathing har Crs which I want words to ſpeak. Th 
- Oſr. O cruel Princeſs, now you are unkind, _ 
To think, when you are dead, Ile ſtay behind, Th 
For when Ofiris ſees Mandanadye, At 
Sorrow will Ac that which their hands deny. | Yc 
Mand, My thoughts were fixt on Heav'n : Bur, for your ſake, T 
Something, I know not what, does pluck *em back, T1 
And I could wiſh to live, H 
I, Prieſt, Our Laws you wrong, M 
In the deterring of her Death thus long. B 
Dar, Since Lives, and Laws depend upon my breath, D 
He meets his own, that does but name her Death. o 
I» Prieſt, Great Sir, you do forget that Crown you wear, | N 
Dar, "Tis true, Ido: And Scepters ſacred are, 7 
A& you my _ : whiltI avert my eyes; þ 
My pity ſhall pay homage when ſhe dyes, 


(83) 
And ſince ſhe ſuffers for my Empire's ſake, 
A Monarch's tears | 
Part of that Royal Sacrifice ſhall make. 

I, Prieſt, Now, Executioner — 


Enter Prexaſpes, lead in by Guards. 


Will give you leave to ſtrike, and her to dye. 
1. Guard, He fromthe Priſon an eſcape has wrought, 
Bur we ſurpriz'd him in his flight, and broughr 
Him here before you, 
Prex, Think you a Priſon could my pow'r controul, 
When Empire was too narrow for my ſoul? 
I from your Chains, Sir, have my ſelf ſer free, 
Totell you, You aſcend your Throne by Me. 
But be not proud, nor think Prexaſpes has - 
On you alone confer'd his Acts of 
To the World that I am complaiſant, 
Her Life I as my _— favour grant. [ Pointi to Mand, 
For irſhall ne're be ſaid, a Woman's Name 
Uſurpe Prexaſpes's Treaſons, or his Fame. 
A gr ounger 4 am» >, 
The Fate of Kings onely belongsto Me. 
Cambyſes, Amaſis, and Smerdis, all 
Thoſe Pageant Princes by my hand did fall, 
And had not Fortune my Ambition croſt, 
You had your Lives too with your _— lolt, 
'Tis true, your Laws require my blood, but know 
I'le rob you of the Honour of that blow. 
High f po _ this Refuge, wr and I , 
My greatneſs and my pow'r expir'd, can dye. 
+4 puns did the " of Kings SE. 


Does ſcorn to fall by any common Hand. 

Since my Life was unactive, Fame (hall tell _ 
Not how Prexaſpes liv'd, but how hefell, [ Draws bis Daggers 
Thus he your greatneſs, and your pow'r defies : 

And thus Prexaſpes by Prexaſpes dyes, [ Stabs bimſelf, and falls, 


Dar, Thus may all Traytors fall, 


Prex. — Ye gods, I come 5 
For (ince the World could nor afford me room : 
Since all the barren Fares could nor ſupply 
My hand with blood, I'le mount intothe Sky, 
Aud hang a blazing Comer in the Air : | 
Thar thus the World Me when I'm dead may fear. 
Whilſt o're the Earth new horrours I contra, 


Still chreatning, what I cannot live to act. | [ Dyes 


Dar. This mighty work of Fate we mult admure, 
Thus the gods guard thoſe Virtues they inſpire. 
His blood thus ſpilr has this kind Juſtice done, 


It ſaves your Lite, and puniſhes hisown. {To Mand, 


Thus bruiſed Scorpions this Virtue have, 
1hey yicld a Cure to the ſame wounds they gave. 
Bur whence, Sir, does your ſtrange Alliance ſpring ? 
They, Sir, I was Son tothe late Syrian King ; 
Brother to the brave Amaſis. My Name 
Is Intapbernes. 
Dar, ————— I have heard his Fame. 
What cauſe, Sir, was it 3 and what happy chance, 
Thar made you to the _— Court advance ? 
1at, Ir was, great Sir, Revenge and Honburs Charms: 
My ill ſucceſs againſt Cambyſes's Arms * 
I'th' Syrian Wars, where my dear Father's blood 
Was pile, and mixt among the common flood. 
My Army vanquiſhr, and his Empire loſt, 
And all the hopes of my ſucceſſion croſt, 
I ſaw Cantyſes with my Lawrels Crown'd, 
No other means for my Revange being found, 
I came to Perſiain a Gn | Name, 
To Right my wrongs, and to repair my Fame, 
By Acts of Chivalry, and Martial ſport, 
I found acquaintance in the Perſian Court ; 
With Pataſithes I Alliance gain'd, 
VVho had the Perſran Government obtain'd, on” 
During Cambyſes's Travels: Him I won op 
To place Cambyſes's Brother in the Throne. 
For he-deſcending from-the Median blood, 
& Which Empire Cyrus had fo late ſubdu'd,, 


(8s) 
Took the InfeRion, the deſign embrac'd, 
But in the Throne he his own Kinſman plac'd. 
Who inthat borrow'd Name to th' Empire climbs, 
Making my Sword a Patron to his Crimes, 
And by that cheat abus'd the World, and me, 
Deluding both our Faichs and Loyalty. 
Dar. Since Laws of Monarchy forigid are, 
That in my Throne my Friend's forbid ro ſhare : ' 
Accept an Empire in my Breaſt —— and here ; [ Grves him Orinda; 
And may our Royal Silter in your Love, 
As happy asI in your Friendſhip prove, 
Otan. Your worth, brave 1ntaphernes, makes her yours, 
Int, Madam 
Orind, Obedience my conſent procures. 
Yet though a Father, and a Brother too, 
Have both beſtow'd me as a gift en You 
[ in that gift muſt grant the Nobler part ; 
They give Orinda, I Orinda's heart. 
Iat. Yoursin a Crown,in Love's my _— 
$. 


Mine may be lower, Sir, than yours, not le { To Darius, 
Dar. The Syrian Lawrels now ſhall fade no more : 
Your Merits do your Raviſht Crown reſtore. [ To Tat, 


And for 
Thoſe wrongs Cambyſes has to Egypt done, 
I give 'em back more than his Arms c're won. 
our ſelf I ro your Throne reſtore, Thus Fate [ To Mand. 

Ordains that glory (ſhould on Beauty wait, 

Oſfir. Do you remember now your Vows, and Love ? 

Mand, Love, of alt Crimes, cannot forgerful prove. 
Since thus my calmer Fares reſtore my Crown, 
Now the gods ſmile, Mazdana cannot frown. 
Honour and Love now both perform their part, 
I give an Empire where I give a heart. 

Otan. Though for your ſake I do a Throne diſdain, —— 
Yer my Poſterity with yours ſhall Reign. [ 70 Darius, 
And in your Hetrs your blood (hall mix with mine : 

As divers Fountains in one Current joyn. 
This to my Fame the only glory brings, | 
Not to wear Crowns, but have a Race of Kings: 


C86) 
Dar. And this my enely glory I muſt own, 
Adopted to your blood, ro a Throne, 
All chat I am, your Beauty rais'd me to : 
I ro a Crown aſpire to merit you. 
Thus to a Throne no common wayes I move, 
Others iſe by Ambition, I by Love. 
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He Perſian Laws now ceaſe to ſeem ſevere ; 
wr bave ger xx that govern bere; 
Tour wnd:ſputed pow'r, who Fudget fit, 
To Sentence all he top es of wit, 
How can owr Author then bis doom recall > 
He knows be muſt under your Faſtice fall 3 
being guilty of ſo capital a Crime, ; 
As [bedding ſo much Humane blood in Rbime. 
Among t'you wits ſach monſtzous fafltons rage, 
Such Various cenſures, that 'tis thought the Stage 
Breeds more Opinions, and produces far 
More Herefies RR late hs __y p 
Nay, Poets too themſebues, of Late, they ſay, 
The greateſt Hefors are that &re buff d Play. 
the the 1/ſue of the Dragons teeth, one brother 
2 a poetick fury falls on t'otber, 
is thowgbt you'll grow to that exceſs of Rage, 
That Ben had need come guarded on the Stage. 
s BVay, you bave found a moſt compendious way 
Yf Damning tow, before you ſee the Play. 
But mawgre all your ſptght, Poets of late 
Stand ſtoutly unconcern'd at their Play's Fate ;, , 
Provided, 'tis their deſtiny to gain, 
Like the fam'd Royal Slave, 6 third dayes Reign. 
- Ylhen ſatrifice 'em as you pleaſe ————— 
But if you'll be ſo prodigal to grve 
Our ſawey Scribler a three dayes reprieve ; 
He tmpudently ſwears be || boldly ſue, | 
when your hand's in, to beg your pardon too. 
If this, bis firſt, but proſperouſly bit, 
And ſcape thoſe Rocks where be fo others ſplit : 
He vows bell rite once more, only to ſhow 
what your kind favour's influence can do, 
Faith, for once grant it, that the world may ſay 
Tour ſmiles bave been the Authors of a Play. 
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Poſtleript. 


I Would not be ſo ungrateful to the memory 

} of the Dead, as not to acknowledge, that mr 

fellow Student had ſome hand with me in th: 

beginning of this Tragedy ; but, dying f 

Moneths before the finiſhing: of the Play, hc 
did not live to ſee two Acts: compleat : nor arc 
there {1xty lines of his remaining ; whach litt!c 

concern has in the thoughts of ſome given hu 

a Title to the whole, And tis the plcaſure-c: 

others, to accuſe me of ſtealing out of an O! 

obſolete Tragi-Comedy, called, C ambyſes, Ki; 

of Perſia ; a Play which 1 had never heard of 
till this had been Acted : but however., tho{ 

that have ſeen that may hnd that I might have 
borrow d better language from Sterihold and 
Hopkins, 


\ 
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